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CHAPTER  I. 

9 

WHICH  INTRODUCES  A  TRAGEDY. 

•n 

Professor  Dingley,  of  the  American  Archaeological  So¬ 
ciety,  had  just  completed  his  translation  and  deciphering 
of  the  hieroglyphics  of  the  third  volume  of  the  parchments 
of  Azari,  the  great  prophet  of  the  Upper  Nile,  and  whose 
mummy  case,  from  which  the  manuscript  had  been  taken, 
was  before  him. 

These  were  the  closing  lines  of  the  parchments: 

“And  in  the  White  Desert  of  Mem  are  the  temples  of  the 
god  Shek,  distant  from  the  Nile  as  the  width  of  the  plain 
of  Miaris.  ■  There  is  kept  the  Sacred  Spell  of  Omniris,  the 
god  of  Perpetual  Life,  sealed  in  its  casket  of  pearl,  and 
which  the  High  Priests  are  to  set  free  over  the  Land  of 
Egypt,  when  Isis  shall  touch  the  Nile  with  her  golden 
wand,  and  turn  it  to  a  river  of  gold,  and  all  that  have 
gone  before  shall  once  more  meet  by  her  waters  for  Eternal 
Life.  These  are  the  prophecies  of  Azari,  faithful  slave  of 
Isis  the  Holy.” 


All  contained  in  the  parchments  of  Azari  was  of  incal¬ 
culable  benefit  and  value  to  the  scientific  world,  as  Ding- 
ley  well  knew.  But  this  last  prophecy  was  of  peculiar  in¬ 
terest. 

“The  temples  of  Shek,”  he  repeated,”  in  the  White  Desert 
of  Mem.  On  my  word,  they  have  never  been  discovered. 
Nor  have  I  even  heard  of  this  desert,  though  that  is  noth¬ 
ing  strange,  for  the  country  is  nearly  all  desert.  I  think  I 
will  write  my  friend,  Dr.  Jaggs,  about  this,- and  nrhen  we 
reach  the  land  of  the  Pharaohs,  on  our  projected  trip,  we 
will  look  for  this  White  Desert,” 

He  sat  down  at  a  table  in  his  laboratory  and  had  written 
the  superscription  of  his  friend,  when  there  came  a  sud¬ 
den  rap  on  the  door. 

Without  looking  up,  Dingley  qried : 

“Come  in.” 

The  door  opened,  and  on  the  threshold  stood  a  quaint 
specimen  of  a  man. 

He  was  like  an  old-time  portrait  with  his  old-fashioned 
garments,  seedy  and  dusty,  his  high,  bell-crowned  hat,  and 
his  black  stock  and  patterned  waistcoat. 

At  sight  of  him  Dingley  dropped  his  pen  and  sprang  up. 
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“By  the  shades  of  Pharaoh !”  he  cried,  “I  was  just  writ¬ 
es  3’ou,  Jaggs;  you  have  come  in  a  good  time.” 

I  lie  learned  doctor  bowed  in  a  perfunctory  way,  anc 
seated  himself  in  the  nearest  chair. 

“1  am  here,”  he  said,  ‘‘and  at  your  service.” 

"  I  lie  matter  upon  which  1  wish  to  talk  is  mentioned 
in  the  closing  lines  ot'  this  manuscript  of  Azari - ” 

“Ah,  the  White  Desert?”  ' 

“Yes,"  cried  Dingley,  in  surprise;  “did  you  note  the 
same  paragraph  ?” 

“I  did,  and  that  is  the  very  thing  that  has  brought  ine 
here.” 

Astonished,  Dingley  gazed  at  his  colleague.  He  could 
hardly  believe  his  ears.  There  was  a  moment  of  silence. 

“Our  minds  seem  to  run  singularly  in  one  channel,” 
cried  Dingley,  after  awhile,  “but  I  will  listen  to  you  first. 
What  have  you  to  say  about  this  legend  of  Azari?” 

“Simply  this,  that  1  think  it  would  be  a  wise  move  for  us 
to  make  the  \\  hite  Desert  our  field  of  research.  If  the 
temples  of  Shek  have  never  been  ravaged  by  the  vandal, 
then  we  shall  find  great  treasures  there  without  doubt.” 

“My  idea  exactly.” 

“Then  we  are  agreed  ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Very  good.  I  have  engaged  passage  on  board  the  Obe¬ 
lisk  for  the  Nile.  All  our  scientific  instruments  are  aboard, 
and  we  are  to  sail  on  Thursday  of  next  week.” 

“Nothing  could  suit  me  better,”  cried  Dingley,  joyfully. 
“1  have  one  more  lecture  to  give  before  our  Academy,  and 
then  1  am  ready.  My  dear  doctor,  1  trust  we  shall  have 
many  happy  and  profitable  days  under  Egyptian  skies.” 

Then  the  two  savants  fell  into  an  enthusiastic  discussion 
of  the  projected  trip  and  its  likely  outcome.  Thus  they 
conversed  for  fully  an  hour. 

And  all  this  while  just  beyond  the  door  of  an  inner 
room  a  dusky  fellow  lav  upon  a  mat  eagerly  drinking  in 
every  word  which  was  uttered. 

His  dress  was  half  Oriental,  and  it  required  but  a  glance 
to  see  that  he  was  of  the  Mohammedan  race. 

Baba  was  his  name,  and  Professor  Dingley  had  picked 
him  up  in  Cairo  a  couple  of  years  previous.  Thus  far  he 
had  seemed  to  he  a  faithful  servant. 
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But  his  manner  at  the  present  moment  indicated  any¬ 
thing  but  that,  lie  rolled  his  eyes,  clenched  his  fists  and 
showed  his  white  teeth  in  a  curious  and  vengeful  sort  of 
way.  Apd  while  thus  engaged  he  suddenly  heard  his  mas¬ 
ter’s  voice. 

At  once  he  was  upon  his  feet  and  glided  into  the  room 
obsequiously  end  bowing  low. 


“Baba,”  said  Dingley,  authoritatively,  “we  arc  to  sail 
for  Egypt  next  Thursday.  Do  you  understand?” 

“Aye,  master.” 

“1  want  you  to  have  all  in  readiness  for  the  start.  You 
ought  to  be  glad  of  the  chance  to  take  one  more  view  of 
your  native  land.” 

“Aye,  master.  Baba  will  be  glad  of  that,”  replied  the 
fellow. 

“Pack  up  all  my  effects,  and  have  them  ready.  Be  sure 
to  leave  nothing  undone !” 

Baba  bowed  to  the  floor,  and  withdrew.  But  outside  the 
door  he  was  again  upon  the  mat,  listening  with  all  his 
ears. 

It  was  then  that  Dingley  went  to  his  cabinet  and  took 
down  a  small  roll  of  papyrus.  He  spread  it  out  on  the 
table,  and,  gazing  keenly  at  Jaggs,  said: 

“Here  is  something  of  which  L  have  not  yet  told  you.” 

“Eh?”  exclaimed  Jaggs,  with  a  start.  “What  do  you 
mean  ?” 

“Do  you  see  this  roll  of  papyrus?  I  believe  it  is  the 
key  to  vaults  of  uncounted  gold.” 

Baba,  on  the  door  mat,  gave  a  gasp.  Jaggs  relaxed  his 
first  attitude  of  interest. 

“Gold!”  he  ejaculated.  “We  are  not  gold  hunters. 
Neither  of  us  stand  in  need.” 

“That  is  true,”  replied  Dingley;  “but  here  is  a  descrip¬ 
tion  of  the  entrance  to  the  treasure  vault  of  Shek.  Per¬ 
sonally,  we  are  not  worshippers  of  gold,  and  our  fortunes 
are  large  enough;  but  the  Academy  stands  sorely  in  need 
of  funds.” 

“Yes,”  replied  Jaggs,  “that  is  sot  they  could  use  an 
unlimited  amount  of  money  to  advantage.” 

“Exactly!  What,  then,  could  be  more  philanthropic 
than  to  recover  this  gold  for  the  Academy  ?” 

Jaggs  was  silent  a  moment;  then  he  shook  his  head 
slowly. 

“Let  it  alone,”  he  said.  “We  could  never  transport  it 
out  of  the  country ;  it  would  get  us  into  trouble.” 

“Pooh!  I  don’t  believe  that.  At  any  rate,  if  wre  find 
the  temples  of  Shek,  I  am  going  to  look  for  this  treasure.” 

“Well,  of  course,  I  have  no  objection;  but  my  advice  is 
to  let  it  alone.” 

It  was  some  while  later  that  Doctor  Jaggs  left  the  rooms 
of  his  confrere. 

He  went  to  his  own  house,  and  to  bed. 

He  did  not  rise  until  a  late  hour  the  next  day.  When  he 
went  down  to  breakfast  his  morning  paper  had  not.  arrived 
as  usual. 

So  that  it  was  some  hours  later  when  the  news  came  to 
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him  of  u  startling  event,  which  thrilled  the  city  and  the 
»‘ntire  country  as  well.  The  learned  doctor  read  it  with 
stupefaction,  and  it  was  long  before  he  could  recover 
strength  or  self-possession. 

Thus  the  report  read: 

“Horrible  tragedy !  Professor  James  Dingley,  the  la- 
nious  archaeologist .  the  victim  of  an  unknown  assassin. 
The  affair  a  complete  mystery  thus  tar.  His  mangled  body 
found  in  his  laboratory  at  a  late  hour  last  night.  No  clue 
to  the  murderer.  Detectives  are  at  work  upon  the  case. 

Tiieu  fallowed  details  occupying  several  columns.  But 
Dr.  Jaggs  did  not  attempt  to  read  them. 

He  rose  like  one  in  a  stupor  and  touched  a  hell,  As  his 
servant  responded,  he  said : 

“James,  have  the  brougham  at  the  door  as  quickly  as 
possible.” 

“All  right,  sir.”  \ 

The  servant  disappeared,  and  then  Jaggs  proceeded  to 
put  on  his  coat  and  hat  like  one  in  a  dream.  As  lie  did 
so,  he  kept  murmuring: 

“Poor  Dingley!  Who  could  have  done  it?  Here  is  an 
end  to  our  wonderful  Egyptian  explorations.” 

In  a  few  minutes  he  was  being  whirled  away  down  the 
street.  The  driver  had  orders  to  proceed  to  the  residence 
of  James  Dingley. 

When  the  carriage  stopped  before  the  professor’s  resi¬ 
dence,  a  great  throng  was  about  the  door. 

Even  at  that  early  hour  the  inquest  was  in  progress.  A 
portly,  official-looking  man  met  the  doctor  at  the  carriage 
door. 

“Ah,  Doctor  Jaggs,”  he  said,  in  a  half  whisper,  “I  am 
glad  to  see  you.  You  have  come  just  in  time,  for  we  wish 
your  evidence  at  the  inquest.  You  were  with  The  professor 
last  night?” 

“I  was,”  replied  the  doctor. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  inquest  was  under  way.  The 
professor  had  been  found  upon  the  door  of  his  laboratory 
with  a  knife  thrust  into  the  jugular  vein. 

Doctor  Jaggs  detailed  his  last  interview  with  Professor 
Dingley,  and  all  was  mystery  until  a  call  was  made  for  the 
professor's  servant.  Baba. 

To  the  surprise  of  all,  the  fellow  could  not  be  found. 
At  once  the  detectives  were  keen  to  catch  the  scent. 

A  verification  of  their  instant  surmise  that  Baba  was 
guilty  was  found  in  the  fellow's  chamber.  There  blood¬ 
stained  garments  were  found. 

1  Instantly  the  thrilling  report  went  fortli  that  Professor 


Dingley  had  been  murdered  by  his  Arab  servant.  I  he  dt  - 
tectives  did  not  wait  for  the  verdict  <>f  the  coroner,  but 
scurried  in  hot  pursuit.  But  the  cunning  Baba  had  left 
no  trail  behind  him. 

It  remained  for  Doctor  Jaggs  to  hit  upon  the  likely  mo¬ 
tive  for  the  deed. 

It.  was  found  that  the  professor’s  desk  had  been  over¬ 
hauled,  and  papers  were  missing.  Doctor  Jaggs  looked 
for  the  manuscripts  of  Azari  and  the  papyrus  key  to  the 
treasure  vaults  in  the  temples  of  Shek,  and  found  that  they 
were  gone.  It  was  easy  enough  to  assume,  quite  correctly, 
that  the  treacherous  Baba  had  murdered  his  master  and  fled 
with  the  valuable  manuscripts. 

Being  a  native  of  Egypt,  he  doubtless  intended  to  pos¬ 
sess  himself  of  the  treasure,  which  would  make  of  him  a 
prince  in  his  native  land. 

He  could  find  plenty  of  Arab  students  who  could  de¬ 
cipher  the  manuscripts  for  him.  It  was  a  diabolical,  pre¬ 
concerted  scheme  of  the  treacherous  villain. 

Dr.  Jaggs  was  a  man  of  action,  not  words.  His  friend, 
Dingley,  had  been  foully  murdered,  and  this  grieved  him 
sorely.  There  was  but  one  sentiment  uppermost  in  his 
heart. 

“The  assassin  must  be  brought  to  justice,”  he  muttered. 
“And  it  is  a  duty  I  owe  the  memory  of  poor  Dingley  to  see 
that  it  is  done.” 

He  had  little  heart  to  go  to  Egypt  to  conduct  his  ex¬ 
plorations  alone.  But  if  he  was  to  follow  Baba  and  track 
him  down,  this  was  necessary. 

Moreover,  now  that  Baba  had  decamped,  with  all  the 
manuscripts,  he  had  no  exact  clew  to  the  location  of  the 
White  Desert  and  the  temple  of  Shek.  There  was  but  one 
thing  for  him  to  do. 

This  was  to  track  down  the  murderer,  recover  the  manu¬ 
scripts  and  bring  him  to  justice.  This  looked  like  a  mighty 
undertaking. 


CHAPTER  II. 

IN  EGYPT. 

South  ol  the  Libyan  Hills,  in  Upper  Egypt,  with  the 
Croat  Desert  extending  to  .the  westward,  and  the  valley  of 
the  Nile  to  t|ie  east,  an  Arab  sat  upon  his  horse  just  as  the 
day  was  coming  to  its  close. 

He  was  a  large-framed  man’,  with  huge,  aquiline  nose 
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and  deep-set  eyes.  In  them  burned  the  fierce  light  of  the 
Nomad,  or  the  desert  Bedouin. 

He  was  armed  in  full,  with  lance,  yataghan  and  long  gun, 
while  a  burnished  shield  hung  from  his  saddle  bow.  The 
horse  was  ol  a  tine  breed,  in  fact  there  might  have  been 
traced  in  his  pedigree  the  lines  of  a  royal  birth.  Doubt¬ 
less  he  had  been  foaled  in  the  royal  stud  of  the  Sultan, 
but  in  some  great  raid  upon  caravan  or  traveling  party, 
Aboo  Ben  Kur  had  captured  him. 

Alone  in  that  vast  wilderness,  the  Bedouin  was  waiting 
for  the  sun  to  dip,  that  he  might  recite  his  evening  prayer. 
And  even  now  the  moment  came. 

Down  sank  the  Bedouin  over  his  saddle  pommel.  Deep 
and  devout  rvere  his  offerings  to  the  Prophet. 

Then  he  arose  and  swept  the  smoking,  sandy  plain  with 
his  burning  gaze.  Distant,  a  half  league,  was  an  old  ruin. 

Toward  this  Ben  Kur  now  galloped.  Then  he  threw 
himself  from  his  horse  and  proceeded  to  camp  in  the  Arab 
fashion. 

A  small  well-hole  near  gave  water  for  himself  and  beast. 
Then  he  removed  the  trappings,  and  gave  the  horse  a  quart 
or  two  of  barley  from  his  saddle  bags.  There  was  a  scant 
growth  of  sward  in  the  little  oasis,  and  the  animal  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  glean  a  repast  from  it  as  well. 

Then  Ben  Kur  wrapped  himself  up  in  his  scarf,  and  re¬ 
clined  under  a  fallen  pilaster.  As  he  lay  there  talking 
aloud  to  himself  in  the  Arabic  tongue,  the  darkness  in¬ 
creased. 

“If  Khaled  tells  me  true,  and  death  to  him  if  he  lies, 
we  will  yet  be  princes  in  Cairo.  It  will  be  easy  to  cut  the 
windpipe  of  this  Baba,  this  fool,  who  knows  alone  ol  the 
hidden  gold  of  Shek.  Then  it  is  ours.  This  hour  Khaled 
should  be  here. with  all  our  men.  May  the  Prophet  curse 
him  if  he  fails  me.” 

Then  Ben  Kur  gave  a  start  and  rose  upon  his  elbow. 
He  listened  intently  for  a  moment. 

Then  he  sprang  upon  his  feet. 

“They  come!”  he  muttered.  “I  hear  their  voices.” 

He  gave  a  soft  whistle.  Instantly  the  Arab  charger  came 
trotting  up  to  him.  In  a  moment  he  was  saddled. 

Ben  Kur  took  this  precaution,  as  he  was  not  sure  that 
the  approaching  party  were  friends,  and  in  the  desert  it  is 
death  to  be  unready. 

As  the  sound  of  the  voices  drew  nearer  his  manner 
changed. 

“They  are  not  of  my  people,”  he  muttered.  “  I  hear  the 
voice  of  one  whom  I  believe  is  an  Inglisinan.  Ah,  let  me 
see  how  many  there  are,  theD  I  may  tell  if  I  can  attack 
them  single-handed.” 


And  this  robber  of  the  desert  crept  to  the  corner  of  the 
ruin  and  peered  into  the  gloom. 

A  dozen  dark  forms  were  coming  up  from  the  desert. 
All  were  upon  horses.  To  Ben  Kur  this  was  a  surprise. 

“A  war  party,”  he  muttered;  “they  are  janizaries,  I  be¬ 
lieve.  Not  a  camel  in  their  midst.  Bah !  if  Khaled  and 
Mustapha  were  with  me  now,  we  would  soon  bring  them  to 
terms.” 

But  Ben  Kur  was  too  shrewd  to  allow  the  approaching 
party  to  discover  his  presence  there. 

He  drew  back  into  deeper  shadows,  and  waited  until  they 
were  quite  near. 

Then  one  of  them  lit  a  torch. 

“We  will  explore  the  ruin,  Effendi,”  he  said  in  Arabic. 
“If  we  can  find  water  wre  will  remain  here  until  another 
day.” 

“Right,  Adhem !”  cried  one  of  the  party,  as  he  dropped 
from  his  horse’s  back.  “Those  tall  palms  show  the  pres¬ 
ence  of  water.  Off  with  your  saddles.” 

In  the  light  of  the  torch  Ben  Kur  saw  the  foreign  fea¬ 
tures  and  dress  of  one  of  those  fanatical  relic  hunters,  as 
he  called  them,  who  came  either  from  Europe  or  America 
to  explore  the  tombs. 

Ben  Kur’s  eyes  glistened. 

He  knew  that  these  savants  were  generally  fat  prey.  They 
almost  always  carried  gold. 

Mentally  he  figured  his  chances. 

He  estimated  as  nearly  as  possible  the  character  of  the 
savant's  bodyguard. 

1  f  they  were  like  the  ordinary  janizaries  from  Cairo,  they 
would  flee  at  the  crack  of  a  gun.  Ben  Kur  showed  his 
white  teeth  in  a  savage  grin. 

Then  he  turned  and  tried  to  pierce  the  darkness  to  the 
south.  He  could  see  nothing. 

But  his  keen  ear  detected  what  he  thought  was  the  dis¬ 
tant  swell  of  an  Arabic  song. 

In  an  instant  he  was  in  the  saddle. 

“It  is  Khaled  at  last,”  he  muttered.  “And  it  is  full 
time.  Ah,  now  for.a  fat  prize !” 

But  he  knew  that  there  was  danger  of  the  party  becom¬ 
ing  also  apprised  of  the  coming  of  his  Bedouin  colleagues. 
To  prevent  this  Ben  Kur  ambled  his  steed  out  silently  into 
the  cushion-like  sands.  • 

Then  he  gave  him  rein,  and  galloped,  ghost-like,  away  to 
meet  his  colleagues. 

Meanwhile,  camp  had  been  made  in  the  old  ruin  by  the 
savant  and  his  bodyguard.  Torches  placed  in  niches  lit 
up  the  place. 

The  distinguished  American  explorer  reclined  upon  a 
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heap  of  rugs  and  was  busily  engaged  in  writing  in  a  jour¬ 
nal.  Thus  he  wrote: 

“Twentieth  day  from  Cairo.  We  are  encamped  south 
of  the  Libyan  Desert  in  an  old  ruin.  Thus  far  we  have 
tracked  the  murderer,  Baba,  and  have  learned  that  he,  in 
company  with  a  Bedouin,  Sheik  Khaled,  are  on  their  way 
to  Shek.  We  hope  to  overtake  them,  or  at  least  to  run 
across  them  in  the  White  Desert.  Weather  sizzling  hot. 
General  health  of  all  good.  Signed, 

“Eben  Jaggs.” 

So  brave  Dr.  Jaggs  had  got  thus  far  in  his  mission  of 
vengeance.  Step  by  step  he  had  skilfully  tracked  Baba. 

It  might  mean  the  sacrifice  of  his  own  life.  The  jani¬ 
zaries  he  had  hired  in  Cairo,  and  hireling  soldiers  are  al¬ 
ways  poor  fighters. 

For  a  long  while  he  lay  upon  his  heap  of  rugs.  He  was 
all  unwitting  danger,  for  outposts  had  been  established 
to  guard  against  attack. 

But  suddenly  as  he  lay  there  a  startling  sound  came  to 
his  ear.  It  was  the  distant  crack  of  a  rifle. 

Then  followed  another  and  another.  Loud  yells  arid 
savage  cries  then  followed. 

“We  are  attacked,”  cried  the  doctor,  leaping  to  his  feet. 
“  Ho,  there,  Adhem,  rally  your  men !  Hold  firm  and  give 
them  a  volley !” 

Then  came  the  thunder  of  horses’  hoofs,  the  yells  of  mad¬ 
dened  men,  the  clash  of  swords  and  lances,  and  a  cavalcade 
swept  about  the  ruin. 

The  bodyguard  was  scattered  like  chaff.  Only  one  re¬ 
mained  by  the  doughty  doctor,  and  that  was  Adhem.  In 
a  moment  the  Bedouins  would  return  and  cut  them  down. 

“Mercy,  master!”  wailed  the  terrified  Adhem.  “May 
Allah  receive  our  souls !  We  are  lost !” 

“It  will  cost  them  something  to  take  me,”  gritted  the 
savant,  as  he  opened  the  magazine  of  his  Winchester. 

The  galloping  hoofs  were  coming  back.  But  they  never 
crushed  Jaggs  and  Adhem.  An  incident  occurred  which 
proved  their  salvation. 

Suddenly  from  the  sky  above  there  shot  down  an  un¬ 
earthly,  luminous  light.  It  changed  the  ruin  from  dark¬ 
ness  to  daylight. 

No  man  could  look  up  against  it,  so  intensely  powerful 
was  it. 

Then  there  was  a  fearful,  thunderous  explosion.  A  great 
rent  was  torn  in  the  earth.  A  heap  of  debris  arose,  and  the 
ground  trembled  as  with  an  earthquake. 

Ben  Kur  and  the  surviving  members  of  his  robber  band 


were  scattered  like  chaff.  They  were  not  seen  in  that  vicin¬ 
ity  again. 

So  astounded  was  Dr.  Jaggs  that  for  a  moment  it  wan 
hard  for  him  to  believe  that  it  was  not  all  a  strange  dream. 

“Great  Cicero!”  he  gasped,  “lias  Mars  crime  dowu  to  the 
earth?  What  on  earth  is  it?” 

Thou  down  from  the  gloom  of  the  sky  above  there  floated 
a  huge  body,  which  quickly  rested  upon  the  ground  not 
twenty  yards  away. 

The  glaring  light  was  turned  in  another  direction,  and 
the  doctor  ceased  to  be  dazzled. 

Then  he  beheld  an  astounding  sight. 

“A  ship  1”  he  ejaculated ;  “dropped  from  the  clouds !” 

This  seemed  true.  There  he  saw'  the  hull  and  outlines 
of  a  light  vessel,  of  the  build  of  a  yacht.  From  its  cabin 
windows  blazed  a  white  light;  men  were  seen  upon  its 
deck. 

But  there  were  no  yards  or  sails  upon  its  four  masts. 
Only  broad-bladed  propellers,  or  revolving  helices. 

In  a  flash  all  W'as  plain  to  the  learried  scientist.  He 
divined  the  character  of  this  strange  visitor  instantly. 

“An  airship !”  he  exclaimed.  “Well,  I  am  beat !  Where 
can  it  have  come  from?” 

But  even  as  he  spoke  a  hail  came  from  the  airship's  deck : 

“Whist  away  there!  Are  yez  all  roight,  sor,  or  did  the 
blayguards  do  yez  any  injury?” 

It  was  a  rich  brogue,  and  to'  the  savant,  who  had  heard 
nothing  but  Arabic  gibberish  for  months,  it  was  music. 

“I  am  all  right  and  safe,  thanks  to  you,”  replied  Jaggs, 
heartily;  “but  may  I  ask  who  the  deuce  are  you?” 

“I  am  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  of  Readestown,  U.  S.  A.,”  came 
back  the  answer;  “and  this  is  ray  airship,  the  Osiris!” 


CHAPTER  III. 

j 

DR.  JAGGS  FINDS  ASSISTANCE. 

A  great  cry  of  joy  burst  from  the  lips  of  the  scientist.* 
He  started  for  the  airship  at  once. 

“Frank  Reade,  Jr.!”  he  cried;  “there  is  no  American 
who  has  not  heard  of  you;  and  I  owe  you  my  life!” 

“I  am  glad  to  have  been  able  to  serve  you,”  was  the  reply. 
“Come  aboard  and  tell  me  what  you  are  doing  in  this  out- 
of-the-way  part  of  the  world.” 

Jaggs  needed  no  second  bidding. 

He  quickly  clambered  over  the  rail.  The  next  moment 
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he  stood  upon  the  airship's  deck,  and  in  the  presence  of 
three  men. 

One  was  a  red-haired  I  rislnnan.  the  second  was  a  comical- 
looking  little  negro,  and  the  third  was  a  tall,  well-formed 
and  distinguished-looking  young  man. 

Barney  and  Pomp  and  Frank  Reade,  .Jr.,  were  their 
names.  In  America  they  were  known  everywhere. 

t rank  Reade,  dr.,  was  famous  as  the  wonderful  young 
inventor,  tor  whom  all  achievements  seemed  possible. 
Barney  and  Pomp  were  his  faithful  employees  aud  fellow 
travelers. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  Dr.  Jaggs  gripped  hands..  Then 
the  doctor  told  his  story. 

The  young  inventor  listened  with  the  deepest  of  interest. 

“This  is  the  first  I  have  heard  of  Professor  Ding- 
ley  s  death,"  he  said.  “And  1  am  indeed  sorry,  for  he  was 
a  dear  friend  of  mine.  However,  his  murder  shall  be 
avenged,  and  I  will  assist  you.  Dr.  Jaggs.” 

The  scientist  could  hardly  find  words  to  express  his  de¬ 
light.  He  already  saw  his  mission  accomplished,  with  such 
powerful  aid  as  the  airship  and  its  young  master. 

He  expressed  his  deepest  thanks.  But  Frank  Reade,  Jr., 
said : 

“Now  what  will  you  do,  Doctor?  If  you  desire  you  can 
come  on  board  the  Osiris  and  travel  with  us.  I  doubt  if 
you  could  find  one  of  your  janizaries  now.  They  are  half 
way  back  to  Cairo  by  this  time,  such  of  them  as  survived 
the  attack  of  the  Bedouins.” 

This  proved  to  be  the  truth.  The  cowardly  janizaries 
were  just  as  afraid  of  the  airship  as  the  Arabs  had  been,  and 
they  decamped.  Even  Adhem  had  gone  and  left  not  a  trace 
behind. 

So  Jaggs  joyfully  accepted  Frank’s  offer  to  become  one 
of  the  airship’s  party. 

Barney  showed  him  to  a  stateroom. 

Then  the  airship  rose  from  the  earth,  and  was  once  more 
high  in  the  air,  sending  a  great  pathway  of  light  down  to 
the  earth  with  the  powerful  electric  searchlight  on  the  for¬ 
ward  deck. 

In  all  his  life  Jaggs  had  seen  nothing  akin  to  the  Osiris. 

Its  cabins  were  richly  furnished  and  decorated,  and  he 
was  almost  dazzled  with  all.  But  Frank  made  no  attempt 
to  show  him  the  appointments  and  mechanism  of  the  air¬ 
ship  until  the  next  day. 

Then,  after  a  good  night’s  sleep  in  a  comfortable  bunk, 
the  savant  came  on  deck. 

The  airship  hung  high  in  the  brassy  sky  over  the  mottled 
country  so  far  below. 

The  greut  blue  ribbon  of  (he  Nile  was  seen  winding  away 


north  and  south.  fl  he  white  sands  of  the  desert  were  dotted 
with  green  clumps  of  palm,  or  small  hills  and  occasional 
masses  of  ruins. 

That  mellow  light,  peculiar  to  Egypt,  was  in  the  air. 
The  heat  was  intense,  but  the  sun’s  fierceness  was  curbed 
by  the  deck  awnings?. 

Pomp,  the  negro,  served  a  cooling  repast  on  the  main 
deck.  Then,  after  some  conversation,  Frank  offered  to  take 
the  scientist  over  the  Osiris. 

The  airship  was  modeled  somewhat  after  a  yacht,  with  a 
hull  of  thin,  but  bullet-proof,  aluminum  and  steel.  Its 
decks  were  wide  aud  spacious,  with  guard-rails  on  every 
side. 

The  main  cabin  was  a  square  structure  aft.  It  had  plate- 
glass  windows,  and  over  it  was  a  quarter-deck.  Forward 
was  a  revolving  turret,  and  a  pilothouse  with  huge  observa¬ 
tion  window's. 

Electricity  was  the  motive  power  of  the  airship,  of  course. 
The  engines  were  operated  by  a  storage  system  which  was 
Frank’s  secret  invention. 

Four  revolving  masts  rose  above  the  deck,  carrying 
helices  of  great  power.  These  sufficed  to  raise  the  ship, 
while  at  the  stern  a  huge,  four-bladed  propeller  impelled 
the  ship  onward. 

The  Osiris  could  sail  at  a  marvelous  rate  of  speed,  and 
could  carry  equipments  and  provisions  necessary  for  a 
year’s  cruise. 

Frank  had  left  home  three  months  previous  upon  a  jour¬ 
ney  over  Egypt  and  the  Nile.  It  was  a  happy  chance  which 
had  enabled  him  to  run  across  Dr.  Jaggs. 

For  he  became  at  once  interested  in  the  scientist’s  mis¬ 
sion,  and  said : 

“We  will  find  the  White  Desert  and  the  temples  of  Shek. 
Also,  if  we  can,  we  will  bring  that  rascally  Baba  to  a  court 
of  justice.” 

“I  begin  to  foresee  success!”  cried  the  savant,  joyfully. 
“I  had  feared  that  it  would  be  denied  me  when  my  men 
were  so  quickly  dispersed  by  the  Bedouins.” 

“You  would  never  have  got  out  of  that  scrape  alive.” 
said  Frank;  “you  may  depend  on  that.” 

“I  believe  you.  Ah!  if  I  can  only  capture  that  mur¬ 
derer,  Baba,  1  shall  be  happy  1” 

“We  will  make  a  tremendous  attempt,”  said  Frank. 

“  Regorra,  av  yoz  had  followed  thim  up  lnslit  noight.  yez 
moight  have  done  it,”  declared  Barney. 

“  I  believe  that  is  true,”  agreed  Frank;  “but  we  failed  to, 
so  we  must,  do  the  next  best  tiling.” 

The  airship  could  sail  for  hours  with  her  wheel  lashed, 
so  that  it  wus  not  ulwuys  necessary  to  be  in  the  pilothouse. 
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Barney  set  her  upon  her  course,  and  then  sauntered  down 
into  the  galley. 

Here  Pomp  was  epgaged  in  making  pies  on  an  electric 
stove.  The  Celt  and  the  coon  were  the  warmest  of  triends, 
hut  ever  fond  of  nagging  each  other. 

Barney  was  just  in  Hie  mood  for  a  bit  of  jollying,  so  he 

sailed  into  the  coon. 

“Well,  naygur,”  he  began,  “1  suppose  this  climate  agrees 
wid  yez?” 

"Wha’  dat  yo’  say,  suh?”  retorted  Pomp.  “Wha’  fo’ 
should  dis  climate  agree  wif  me  any  better  dan  wif  yo’?" 

“Shure’  it  more  natheral  fer  yez.  Av  coorse  ivery  wan 
knows*that  Agypt  is  only  a  part  av  Afriky.” 

<•  Yo’  might  jes’  as  well  say  dat  Ireland  was  a  paht  ob 

England,”  said  Pomp,  quietly. 

“Divil  a  bit,  sor!"  cried  Barney,  with  an  instant  lire 
in  his  eyes;  “shure,  Oireland  is  a  disthinet,  independent 
nation  av  her  own,  »or.  There’s  no  fairer  on  this  earth-. 

“Huh!  I  alius  heerd  dat  Ireland  done  belong  to  Eng¬ 
land,  anyway.” 

“Niver!”  cried  the  Celt.  “To  be  shure,  England  is  the 
oppressor  av  Oireland,  but  yez  nivir  will  see  the  two  av 
thiin  as  wan  people,  niver!” 

“England  am  a  berry  nice  country.  Berry  nice  people 
dc  English  are !” 

Barney  begau  to  blow  and  puff  like  a  steam  engine.  His 
blood  was  fast  rising. 

“The  English  air  the  opprisors  av  Oireland,  sor,  bad  cess 
to  thim.  Shure,  it’s  not  the  best  av  taste  yez  show  fer 
soiding  in  wid  England.  Yez  cudn  t  expect  anything  bet- 
ther  av  a  naygur,  anyway  1” 


The  pan 
of  molasses 
above. 

The  two 


of  Hour  was  overturned,  together  with  the  can 
,  and  a  shower  of  red  pepper  came  from  a  .-hell 

jokers  bad  grappled  and  were  rolling  all  over  the 


galley.  Everything  was  getting  topsy  turvy. 

Tugging,  panting  arid  pulling  they  kept  on. 

It  was  hard  to  say  how  the  affair  would  have  terminated 
had  it  not  been  for  the  red  pepper.  This  proved  to  he  the 
real  peacemaker. 

It  sifted  into  their  garments  and  all  over  the  floor.  Of 
course  it  got  into  mouth,  nose  and  eyes,  and  made  them 
altogether  miserable. 

Coughing,  wheezing  and  sneezing,  they  broke  apart. 
Tears  ran  down  their  cheeks,  and  they  rushed  out  on  deck 
to  get  air. 

“  Hi,  hi,  1’se  mos’  killed,”  wailed  Pomp,  as  be  doubled  up 


with  a  volley  of  sneezes. 

“Bejabers,  me  head  is  shook  off  av  me!  cried  Barney; 
“  Bad  cess  to  the  sthuff.” 

It  was  some  while  before  they  recovered  in  any  measure 
from  the  effects  of  the  mixture.  Then  it  was  just  in  time 
to  hear  Frank  shout : 

“Barney,  come  forward !  Lively !  ’ 

“Aye,  sor.” 

The  Celt  rushed  forward  and  into  the  pilothouse  The 
young  inventor  was  at  the  electric  keyboard,  and  the  air¬ 
ship  was  descending. 

“Shure,  sor,  phwat’s  the  matter ?  '  asked  the  Celt  in  sur¬ 


prise. 

“Look  down  there  and  you  will  see,”  replied  the  young 


inventor. 


This  startled  Pomp. 

"Wha’  dat  yo’  say?”  he  growled.  “Wha’  call  had  yo’  to 
abuse  de  eullud  people?  Am  dey  to  blame  fo’  dere  color? 
Suah,  it  amn’t  any  wuss  dan  yo’  red  hair,  sail !” 

“Whurroo  1”  howled  Barney ;  do  yez  mane  to  insult  me?” 

“Yo’  am  insultin’  me,  sah.” 

"Bejabers,  I  know  it!” 

"Wha’  yo’  gwine  do  ’bout  it?” 

"I’ll  break  the  face  av  yez!” 

“  Cl’ar  away  dar,  white  trash !  Don’  yo’  git  too  nigh  me, 
sail !” 

Pomp  shook  his  head  like  a  mad  bull.  But  this  was  only 
an  incentive  for  Barney. 

"Whurroo!”  he  cried,  and  made  a  biff  at  the  coon’s 
cocoanut.  The  crack  was  a  stiff  one. 

But  Pomp  only  shook  his  head  and  made  a  rush  for  the 
Celt.  Then  they  mixed  things  up. 

And  they  mixed  them  up  literally. 


A  glance  showed  the  Celt  a  startling  sight.  Far  below 
was  a  small  range  of  sand  hills.  Just  at  the  base  ol  these 
a  thrilling  scene  was  being  enacted. 

Olio  man  on  a  black  horse,  with  a  sword  in  his  hand, 
was  defending  himself  against  four  others  mounted  on 
camels.  They  were  armed  with  lances  and  were  trying  to 
transfix  the  horseman. 

The  horse  was  completely  done  out  as  if  it  had  run  a  long 
race.  It  seemed  as  if  the  men  on  the  camels  would  ulti¬ 
mately  succeed. 

But  the  dexterity  of  the  swordsman  was  something  won¬ 
derful  to  gaze  upon.  He  struck  aside  the  lances  with 
great  rapidity  and  strength. 

“On  my  word !”  cried  Jaggs,  “he  is  a  plucky  fellow !  He 
holds  them  well  at  bay !” 

“That  is  right!”  cried  Frank.  “And  what  is  more,  I 
believe  he  is  of  our  nationality.  If  so,  wc  can  hardlv  deny 
him  our  assistance.” 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

AN  ADDITION  TO  THE  TAETY. 

Jaggs  now  brought  his  glass  to  bear  upon  the  swords¬ 
man.  And  as  he  did  so,  he  cried : 

‘‘He  is  either  American  or  English.  He  wears  a  uni¬ 
form!” 

“He  is  English,  then,”  cried  Frank.  “Probably  some 
one  of  Britain's  Soudanese  soldiers!” 

Down  swooped  the  airship.  Our  aerial  voyagers  were 
only  intent  upon  rescuing  the  British  officer. 

And  j  ust  as  the  Osiris  was  about  to  rush  down  upon  the 
Arabs,  they  saw  its  shadow  and  glanced  up.  One  look  was 
enough. 

How  were  they  to  understand  the  true  character  of  that 
apparition?  Untaught  heathens  as  they  were,  they  could 
hardly  be  expected  to  solve  the  enigma. 

To  them,  some  great  monster,  perhaps  of  supernatural 
character,  was  swooping  down  from  the  clouds.  They  had 
no  desire  to  be  overtaken  by  such  an  apparition,  so  they 
fled. 

Lashing  their  camels,  they  scurried  away  across  the  plain. 
In  a  few  moments  they  vanished  behind  the  sand  dimes. 

The  airship  settled  down  upon  the  sands. 

Frank  was  at  the  rail,  and  saluted  the  astonished  horse¬ 
man,  who  stared  at  the  airship. 

He  wore  the  uniform  of  a  British  cavalryman,  with  a 
lieutenant’s  straps. 

He  was  wounded  slightly  in  several  places,  as  marks  of 
blood  showed. 

“Hello,  my  friend!”  cried  Frank,  cheerily.  “We  ar¬ 
rived  just  in  good  season,  it  would  seem.  We  are  glad 
to  give  you  assistance.” 

The  lieutenant  passed  a  hand  across  his  eyes. 

“Great  hookey!”  he  exclaimed;  “am  1  awake  or  dream¬ 
ing?” 

“You  are  wide  awake,”  laughed  Frank.  “You  seem 
surprised  ?” 

“And  why  not?  If  I  saw  straight,  you  just  dropped 
down  out  of  the  clouds.” 

“That  is  correct.” 

“But — you  belong  to  this  earth?” 

“Oh,  yes!  We  are  Americans.” 

“Well,  I’ll  be  hanged!”  cried  the  lieutenant.  “1  might 
have  known  that  for  a  blooming  fact.  There’s  no  other 
people  on  the  globe  can  equal  you  Yankees  for  inventions. 
I  suppose  that  is  an  airship?” 


“It  is,”  replied  Frank. 

“Who  are  you?” 

“I  am  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  of  Readestown,  U.  S.  A.  If 
you  will  come  aboard  I’ll  be  glad  to  talk  with  you  and 
break  a  bottle  of  wine.” 

The  lieutenant  dropped  from  his  horse  automatically. 
A  moment  later  he  was  at  the  airship's  rail. 

He  gripped  Frank's  hand  warmly,  and  said: 

“I  am  Lieutenant  Percy  Griffith,  of  Her  Majesty's 
Ninety-third  Lancers.  My  post  is  at  Wady  Haifa,  but 
about  six  weeks  ago,  wrhile  carrying  an  order  from  General 
Gordon  to  an  outpost,  I  was  captured  by  Bedouins.  I  es¬ 
caped,  and  since  then  have  been  pursued  by  my  foes  and 
driven  further  and  further  from  my  post.  I  think  those 
villains  might  have  finished  me  but  for  you.” 

“I  am  glad  to  meet  you.  Lieutenant,”  said  Frank,  warm¬ 
ly  ;  “and  rest  assured  1  will  help  you  all  in  my  power.  Per¬ 
haps  I  can  carry  you  back  to  Wady  Haifa.” 

“Ah,  I  fear  that  would  benefit  me  little,”  replied  Griffith. 
“My  regiment  will  not  be  there  now.  They  were  to  have 
left  in  four  days  for  Suez,  whence  they  were  to  return  home 
on  a  long  furlough.” 

“  But  what  will  you  do  ?  Have  you  no  plans  ?” 

“Just  this,”  said  Griffith,  nonchalantly.  “I  am  off  duty 
for  a  full  year  on  half  pay.  Now,  I  have  always  had  a 
great  penchant  for  exploring  old  Egyptian  tombs  and  tem¬ 
ples.  I  am  going  to  knock  around  in  Egypt  gratifying 
my  hobbj\” 

“What — all  alone?” 

“Unless  I  can  find  some  sympathetic  soul  to  keep  me 
company.  By  the  way,  what  are  you  doing  in  Egypt?” 

Frank  turned  to  Jaggs. 

“We  are  all  at  the  same  trick,”  he  replied. 

“The  deuce  you  are!”  cried  the  plucky  lieutenant  gayly. 
“Then  why  can't  we  affiliate?  Whew!  With  this  airship 
anything  is  possible !” 

Frank  was  silent  a  moment.  But  in  that  brief  time  he 
did  a  heap  of  thinking. 

He  had  swiftly  sized  up  the  dashing  fellow  before  him. 
He  saw  that  he  was  of  the  right  stuff,  and  at  once  formed 
a  liking  for  him. 

The  party  aboard  the  airship  was  not  large.  On  the 
other  hand  it  would  be  hardly  right  to  set  this  brave  young 
fellow  adrift  in  the  desert  again. 

So  Frank  quickly  decided  to  add  one  more  to  the  party. 
He  said : 

“ If  you  care  to  become  one  of  our  party  wc  will  be  glad 
to  welcome  you !” 

Griffith  threw  his  hat  in  the  air. 


THE  Will T M  DESERT. 


9 


“Hurrah!"  lie  cried.  “1  cannot  thank  you  enough. 
The  dream  of  ray  life  will  find  realization.” 

“Come  aboard  then,  for  we  must  get  under  way  at  once !’ 

Uritlith  hesitated  and  glanced  at  his  horse.  For  a  mo¬ 
ment  there  was  a  strange  moisture  in  his  eyes. 

“By  Jove!”  he  exclaimed.  "What  shall  I  do  with  my 
horse?  I  surely  can’t  take  him  aboard  your  ship?” 

"Hardly,”  replied  Frank.  “I  don’t  see  any  other  way 
but  for  you  to  let  him  go  adrift.” 

“That  is  too  bad  1” 

Griffith  impulsively  threw  his  arms  about  the  horse’s 
neck,  and  cried : 

“Poor  Bazzaris!  Noble  horse,  I  hate  to  part  with  you, 
not  knowing  whom  your  next  master  will  be!” 

Then  he  turned  to  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  said: 

“I  bought  this  horse  in  Cairo  of  a  rich  old  Sheik,  whom  I 
had  been  able  to  do  a  special  favor.  He  claimed  that  his 
breeding  was  not  exceeded  by  any  of  the  Sultan's  horses.  I 
paid  a  thousand  pounds  sterling  for  him,  and  you  can  un¬ 
derstand  the  enormity  of  my  sacrifice.  In  all  my  army 
experience  I  have  never  found  his  equal  for  speed.” 

Griffith  smothered  a  sob,  and  removed  the  trappings  from 
the  Arab  steed. 

Then  he  took  the  bits  from  his  mouth,  and  cried : 

“Farewell,  Bazzaris,  I  give  you  back  to  the  desert.  It  is 
my  wish  that  you  hold  your  freedom,  and  that  you  will 
never  have  another  master.” 

As  if  he  understood  his  master’s  words,  the  horse  threw 
up  his  head  with  a  shrill  neigh  and  galloped  away.  He 
soon  reached  a  little  green  oasis,  where  he  began  to  graze. 

Then  Griffith  threw  himself  over  the  airship’s  rail. 

“I  am  ready !”  he  cried.  “My  fortunes  are  pledged  with 
yours.” 

“All  right,”  cried  Frank.  “I  hope  you  may  not  be 
sorry.” 

The  young  inventor  made  a  motion  to  Barney,  who  was 
in  the  pilothouse.  Instantly  the  airship  sprung  aloft. 

It  was  a  novel  experience  for  the  young  officer,  who 
rushed  to  the  rail  and  began  to  study  the  landscape  below. 
He  was  deeply  interested. 

Dr.  Jaggs  was  busy  with  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  the 
cabin  studying  maps.  As  Baba  had,  of  course,  run  away 
with  the  manuscripts  of  Azari,  they' had  little  to  guide  them 
bbt  gue33-work. 

Steadily  southward  the  airship  sailed  all  that  day. 

As  night  began  to  fall  at  length  the  desert  began  to  un¬ 
fold  itself  in  a  literal  manner.  Oasis  and  ruins  as  well  as 
all  verdure  gave  way  to  great  white  heaps  of  sand  and 
rugged  ranges  of  rocky  foothills. 


And  now  fur  to  the  west  there  could  be  seen  a  chain  of 
mountains.  Frank  studied  them  lor  some  while,  and  said. 

“1  have  an  idea!” 

Jaggs  was  instantly  interested. 

“Ah  !”  he  exclaimed.  “What  is  it?” 

“Somehow  I  feel  that  the  White  Desert  is  beyond  that 
range  of  ihountains!” 

“It  is  properly  all  White  Desert  hereabouts,”  said 
Griffith. 

“  Very  true,”  agreed  Frank ;  “but  I  reckon  that  the  White 
Desert  mentioned  by  Azari  was  a  desert  by  itself,  and  not 
necessarily  connected  with  this  or  any  other  desert.” 

“What  evidence  have  you  that  this  is  not  the  White 
Desert  itself?” 

Frank  shook  his  head. 

“It  is  too  near  the  Nile,”  he  said,  “according  to  the  de¬ 
scription  given  by  Azari.” 

“Then,  why  not  sail  over  yonder  and  see  what  is  beyond 
that  range  of  mountains?” 

“We  will  do  so.” 

The  airship  sailed  away  in  the  direction  indicated.  But 

as  darkness  now  shut  down,  Frank  decided  to  descend  and 

rest  the  machinery  until  the  morrow. 

% 

No  sign  of  human  being  had  been  seen  in  many  miles. 
This  region  seemed  totally  uninhabited. 

The  airship  rested  upon  a  bed  of  sand  at  the  base  of  a 
line  of  dunes.  Pomp  now  proceeded  to  prepare  the  evening 
meal. 

The  Egyptian  day  had  been  hot  beyond  expression.  But 
now  that  the  sun  had  descended,  the  air  became  as  balmy  as 
one  could  wish. 

After  partaking  of  a  good  repast,  the  aerial  voyagers 
were  in  genial  spirits,  and  repaired  to  the  afterdeck  to  en¬ 
joy  the  evening  breeze. 

Frank  and  Griffith  lit  cigars,  while  Dr.  Jaggs  indulged 
in  a  pipe.  But  Barney  and  Pomp  now  appeared  in  the  role 
of  entertainers. 

And  capital  ones  they  were,  too. 

Barney  brought  out  his  Irish  fiddle.  He  could  evoke 
any  tune  from  this,  from  Garrvowen  to  Yankee  Doodle. 

He  played  gavly  for  awhile,  and  then  sang  some  old  Irish 
ballads  with  very  fine  effect. 

“  Huh  !”  grunted  Pomp.  “ I  show  yo’  wha’  we  used  to  do 
down  in  ole  Georgy.” 

Out  came  the  coon’s  banjo. 

There  was  no  denying  the  fact  that  Pomp  was  a  master 
with  the  banjo.  He  rendered  old  plantation  jigs  and 
dances  with  genuine  negro  vim.  He  had  a  good  voice  also. 

And  thus  the  Egyptian  evening  was  whiled  away. 
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Perhaps  none  of  the  party  enjoyed  it  more  than  Lieu¬ 
tenant  Griffith.  He  applauded  loudly. 

“By  Jove!”  he  cried,  “this  is  much  better  than  camp 
or  garrison  life!  1  believe  I'll  leave  the  army  after  this 
campaign  and  turn  arehasologist.” 

At  a  late  hour  all  turned  in.  Barney  went  on  guard  for 
the  first  half  of  the  night. 

Pomp  relieved  him  toward  morning.  At  an  early  hour 
all  were  astir. 

Once  more  the  airship  was  on  its  way.  The  great  range 
of  mountains  loomed  up,  and  now  the  region  beyoud  was 
seen. 

And  as  it  was  unfolded  to  view  a  great  cry  went  up. 

Frank  Rcade,  Jr.,  gripped  Dr.  Jaggs  by  the  arm,  and 
cried : 

“What  do  you  think  of  that?  I  tell  you  if  that  is  not 
the  White  Desert  of  Azari,  then  such  a  thing  does  not 
exist!” 


CHAPTER  V. 

V 

IN’  THE  WHITE  DESERT. 

The  scene  spread  before  the  voyagers  was  one  of  dazzling 
whiteness. 

The  Sahara  at  times  has  a  white  appearance,  but  it  was 
not  to  be  compared  with  this  newly  discovered  desert.  The 
expanse  was  as  white  as  a  glittering  Arctic  snow  field. 

Over  the  mountain  range  the  airship  sailed.  Its  farther 
slopes  were  covered  with  a  verdure  of  emerald  green,  which 
gave  a  wonderful  setting  to  the  blazing  gem  of  the  desert. 

Spellbound  the  voyagers  gazed  upon  the  White  Desert. 

“Well,  I  am  blowed !”  exclaimed  Griffith.  “As  long  as 
I  have  been  in  Egypt  I  never  heard  of  tins  place  before.” 

“Nor  I  !”  cried  Jaggs.  “It  proves  the  truthfulness  of 
Azari’s  chronicles.” 

“It  is  a  remarkable  spectacle,”  said  Frank  Reade,  Jr.; 
“but  how,  may  I  ask,  did  the  race  which  used  to  inhabit  this 
valley  live?” 

“There  is  no  doubt  but  that  they  cultivated  the  land  on 
the  mountain  sides,”  replied  Jaggs,  “and  built  their  tem¬ 
ples  in  the  desert.  No  doubt  canals  conveyed  water  from 
(he  mountain  reservoirs  down  to  create  an  oasis  about  tin* 
temples.” 

“It  must  have  beep  a  literal  paradise  in  those  days,” 
said  Griffith;  “it  is  hard  to  understand,  at  the  present  day, 
just  how  it  looked  then.” 


“Just  so!  cried  Jaggs;  “but  the  ruins — can  anyone 
see  them  ?” 

All  eyes  scanned  the  snowy  white  expanse.  But  only  one 
spot  broke  its  sameness. 

This  was  a  little  dash  of  green  far  out  in  its  center.  It 
was  a  small  oasis. 

The  temples  of  Shek  were  not  anywhere  visible.  For  a 
moment  doubt  began  to  be  entertained  that  this  was  really 
the  White  Desert  spoken  of  by  Azari. 

But  even  as  the  voyagers  were  wondering,  an  idea  came 
to  Griffith. 

“I  believe  I  can  solve  the  problem,”  he  said. 

Instantly  all  eyes  were  turned  upon  him. 

“Ah!”  exclaimed  Frank;  “what  is  your  theory.  Lieu¬ 
tenant?” 

The  lieutenant  pointed  to  the  base  of  the  mountains. 

“Do  you  notice  the  sand  banked  up  against  those  cliffs?” 
he  asked. 

“Yes.” 

“What  do  you  reckon  was  the  cause  of  ihat?  Was  it  not 
the  wind,  which  at  times  must  blow  across  this  desert  like 
a  hurricane  at  sea  ?” 

Jaggs  and  Frank  exchanged  glances.  In  that  moment 
they  partly  divined  the  young  Englishman’s  meaning. 

“On  my  word,”  said  Frank,  “T  think  you  are  right,* 
Lieutenant.  The  sands  here  must  shift  just  as  they  do  in 
the  Sahara,  and - ” 

“The  temples  of  Shek - ” 

“May  be  buried  deep  in  the  drift  of  centuries.” 

For  a  moment  the  three  men  gazed  at  each  other;  Dr. 
Jaggs  finally  brought  his  hands  forcibly  together. 

“There  is  the  whole  thing  in  a  nutshell,”  he  cried,  “be¬ 
yond  any  reasonable  doubt.  The  temples  of  Shek  are 
buried  under  the  White  Desert.” 

“In  that  event,”  said  Frank,  “how  are  we  to  locate 
them  ?” 

“Some  portions  of  the  ruins  should  show  above  the  sur¬ 
face,”  declared  Jaggs;  “but  if  not — we  must  get  our  cue 
from  the  direction  of  the  canals  and  water-courses  drawn 
from  the  hills.” 

“Suppose  wo  visit  that  oasis  yonder?”  suggested  Frank. 

“A  good  idea.”  , 

“Wait  a  moment,”  interposed  Griffith.  "1  would  like  to 
know  how  we  are  to  unearth  the  ruined  temples  if  they  are 
really  buried  in  the  sands?” 

“  Let  us  first  locate  them,"  declared  Jaggs ;  “then  we  can 
discuss  that  point.” 

So  the  airship  sailed  down  toward  the  little  oasis.  A 
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small  clump  of  palms  it.  was,  and  as  the  airship  drew  ncaici, 
something  while  shone  through  the  foliage. 

“What  is  that?”  asked  Griffith.  • 

Jaggs  brought  his  glass  to  bear  upon  it,  and  answered: 

“  It  is  an  obelisk !” 

“  Hurrah  !”  cried  Frank ;  “ii  must  be  a  part  of  the  ruin.” 

‘•We  shall  very  soon  ascertain,”  replied  the  doctor. 

Down  settled  the  airship,  and  rested  on  the  sands  just 
outside  the  oasis.  In  a  moment  Frank,  the  doctor  and 
Griffith  sprang  over  the  rail. 

They  did  not  enter  the  oasis  unarmed,  lor  it  was  not 
known  what  foe  might  lurk  in  its  depths.  Carrying  rifles, 
they  proceeded  with  caution. 

Once  among  the  palms,  however,  it  was  seen  that  their 
fears  were  groundless.  The  oasis  wais  deserted  by  human 
beings. 

A  few  jackals  scurried  out  of  sight,  and  some  birds  of 
the  desert  flew  out  of  the  foliage. 

In  the  center  of  the  oasis  was  a  blue  basin  of  water.  A 
little  spring  welled  up  from  the  earth  and  fed  it,  as  well  as 
watered  the  verdure  about. 

The  obelisk  rose  from  the  sands,  and  adjoining  it  was 
a  shattered  column  with  the  head  of  a  sphinx  adorning  it. 

It  was  plain  that  buried  ruins  were  beneath.  That  these 
were  of  the  temples  of  Shek,  there  was  no  doubt  in  the 
minds  of  our  explorers. 

A  great  object  had  been  accomplished.  The  temples  of 
Shek  and  the  White  Desert  had  been  found. 

It  was  plain  that  Baba  had  not  as  yet  discovered  them. 
In  this  Dr.  Jaggs  was  ahead.  N 

But  the  doctor  was,  for  all  this,  not  a  little  disappointed. 

In  the  first  place,  the  ruins  which  lie  had  hoped  to  ex¬ 
plore  were  dozens  of  feet  below  the  white,  powdery  sands. 
To  explore  them  was  out  of  the  question. 

Again,  Baba  had  yet  possession  of  the  valuable  records 
of  Azari,  and  was,  for  the  present  safe  from  the  clutches 
of  the  law.  So,  altogether,  the  doctor  could  not  reckon 
upon  having  gained  much  of  a  victory. 

He  communicated  this  to  Frank  and  the  lieutenant. 
They  were  inclined  to  a  more  optimistic  view,  however. 

“Suppose  the  ruins  are  buried  in  sand,”  said  the  lieu¬ 
tenant,  “I  know  of  a  case  in  Lower  Egypt  where  the  ex¬ 
plorations  were  conducted  despite  this  by  digging  a  shaft 
\ou  see,  the  interior  of  the  ruins  is  not  apt  to  be  filled  with 
the  sand.  Once  you  could  get  down  into  the  temple  you 
could  pursue  your  researches  without  trouble  by  aid  of 
artificial  light  of  course.” 

The  doctor’s  eyes  glistened. 

“Do  you  really  fancy  that  is  feasible?”  he  asked. 


“Of  course,  I  do!” 

‘‘Then  let  us  try  and  see  if  we  cannot  cITisct  such  an 
entrance.” 

They  proceeded  now  to  examine  the  base  of  the  obelisk 
and  the  sphinx.  Then  the  lieutenant  kicked  away  some  of 
the  sand. 

It  was  easily  removed,  and  he  said  : 

“Bring  me  a  shovel,  and  I  think  1  can  dig  my  way  down 
into  the  temple.” 

“I  will  call  Barney,”  said  Frank;  “he  will  very  quickly 
dig  his  Way  down  there.” 

With  which  lie  ran  quickly  back  to  the  airship.  In  a  few 
moments  he  returned  with  the  Celt  and  some  shovels. 

Barney  quickly  got  to  work,  and  with  the  assistance  of 
the  others  began  to  unearth  the  sphinx.  It.  was  by  no  means 
an  easy  job. 

The  sands  were  disposed  to  ruu  in  as  fast  as  they  were 
thrown  out,  and  it  was  like  sweeping  back  the  waves  of  the 
ocean.  * 

“Whew !”  exclaimed  Griffith,  finally;  “we  ought  to  have 
a  caisson  to  dig  in  such  a  place  as  this.” 

“That  is  right,”  agreed  Jaggs;  “but  courage!  It  looks 
as  if  we  were  nearing  the  foundation  of  this  column  !” 

So  they  dug  away  .rapidly, 

■  But  as  only  two  could  work  in  the  pit  at  a  time,  Frank 
Eeade,  Jr.,  and  Griffith  walked  away  toward  the  northern 
edge  of  the  oasis.  They  examined  the  ground  carefully  as 
they  went,  looking  for  some  outcropping  of  the  buried  ruin 
to  serve  them  as  a  guide. 

“I  reckon  the  temple  extended  in  this  direction,”  said 
Griffith ;  “perhaps  we  are  now  right  over  its  inner  court.” 

“That  may  be,”  agreed  Frank;  “but  how  are  we  to 
determine  that?” 

Griffith  had  been  about  ten  paces  behind  Frank.  Re¬ 
ceiving  no  answer  the  young  inventor  turned  with  a  great 
start. 

The  young  lieutenant  was  not  in  sight.  Where,  had  he 
gone? 

There  was  nothing  near  behind  where  he  could  have  se¬ 
creted  himself.  Neither  could  he  have  gone  the  necessary 
distance  to  get.  out  of  sight  in  that  limited  time. 

The  young  inventor  was  startled. 

“Griffith  !”  he  cried,  “where  are  you  ?” 

There  was  no  answer.  But  a  solution  of  the  mystery 
came  about  almost  instantly. 

Frank  took  a  few  steps  backward  to  see  what,  had  become 
of  his  companion,  when  suddenly  he  felt,  the  sands  shelve 
beneath  his  feet. 

Before  he  could  make  a  move  to  save  himself,  down  he 
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went.  Down  into  the  shelving  sands  he  went  with  a  silent 

plunge,  and  disappeared  from  view  instantly. 

They  boiled  and  serged  above  his  head  for  a  moment,  and 
then  the  aperture  filled  and  all  was  as  before.  It  was  akin 
to  a  quicksand. 

Nobody  had  seen  the  two  men  disappear.  Jaggs  and 
Barney,  working  about  the  shaft  of  the  sphinx,  had  succeed¬ 
ed  in  advancing  some  few  feet  nearer  the  foundation,  when 
again  the  sands  caved  in,  and  they  were  obliged  to  again 
desist  from  sheer  exhaustion. 

Crawling  out  of  the  pit.  Jaggs  cried  in  disgust: 

“Confound  the  thing!  We  can  do  nothing  without  a 
caisson.  We  must  contrive  to  rig  up  one.’' 

“Bejabers,  that’s  thrue  enough,”  cried  Barney.  “It’s 
1  .'.-cakin’  our  backs  we  are,  an’  niver  git  a  bit  ahead!” 

They  lay  for  some  moments  on  the  sands;  then  Jaggs 
arose. 

“Where  is  Frgnk?”  he  asked;  “did  he  go  back  to  the  air¬ 
ship,  Barney  ?” 

“Shure,  sor,  him  an’  the  liftenant  went  out  that  way, 
sor,  a  few  moments  ago.  Maybe  yez  will  foind  them  out 
in  that  part  av  the  oasis.” 

Jaggs  sauntered  away  through  the  oasis.  He  went  far 
enough  to  satisfy  himself  that  the  two  men  were  not  in  the 
palm  grove.  Then  he  turned  his  steps  toward  the  airship. 

“It’s  odd  that  ’they  should  get  out  in  that  way,”  he 
muttered.  “Well,  maybe  they  are  on  board  the  airship. 
I  will  go  and  see.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 

A  MATTER  OF  MYSTERY. 

As  Barney  approached  the  airship,  he  having  joined 
Jaggs,  he  saw  the  coon  on  the  afterdeck. 

“Whisht  there,  naygur!”  he  cried,  “have  yez  seen 
Misther  Frank?” 

Pomp  came  to  the  rail. 

“Murse  Frank,  yo’  say?  No  sail.  He  ain’t  come  back 
yet.” 

Jaggs  gave  a  great  start. 

“He  hasn’t  come,  back?” 

“  No,  sati.*’ 

“But  lie  must  “have.  Look  in  the  cabin  and  see.” 

“No,  sail,  he  aiu'  on  hoard  ills  vere  airship,”  replied  the 
coon,  positively. 

“But-  is  not  the  lieutenant  on  board?” 


“No,  sah — neither  of  them.” 

lor  a  moment  Jaggs  felt  a  queer  weakness  iu  his  knees. 
He  had  looked  carefully  through  the  oasis. 

They  were  not  in  the  oasis  nor  on  board  the  airship. 
Had  they  gone  out  into  the  desert? 

The  scientist  really  felt  very  much  alarmed  as  well  as 
puzzled.  Had  harm  come  to  them?  If  so,  in  what  form 
could  it  have  come? 

Truly  it  was  a  mystery.  Too  much  excited  to  act  for 
a  moment,  the  scientist  stood  still  and  stared  about  him. 

After  a  little  while,  though,  he  managed  to  say : 

“Barney  and  Pomp,  something  has  happened  to  them 
I  know.  They  are  not  in  the  oasis  nor  on  board  the  airship. 
Where  are  they?” 

For  the  first  time  Barney  and  Pomp  began  to  compre¬ 
hend  the  situation.  They'  exchanged  startled  glances. 

“Golly !”  cried  Pomp.  “Warn’t  Marse  Frank  an’  de  lif¬ 
tenant  wif  yo’?” 

“He  was,”  replied  Jaggs,  “but  he  and  Griffith  left  us  for 
a  few  moments.  Where  they  have  gone  I  cannot  imagine, 
but  I  feel  sure  that  harm  has  come  to  them.” 

“Bejabers,  it's  toime  we  found  out  about  it!”  cried  Bar¬ 
ney;  “shure,  av  yez  will  go  that  way,  sor,  I’ll  be  afther 
goin’  this,  an’  we’ll  see  if  they  are  in  the  oasis  at  all,  at  all.” 

“Massy  Lordy!”  cried  Pomp.  “I  done  wish  1  cud  go 
wif  yo’.” 

“Yez  kin  sthay  where  yez  are!”  cried  Barney;  “shure, 
it’s  very  pecooliar  that  two  loive  min  kin  disappear  loike 
that,  roight  in  the  middle  av  the  day,  an’  none  av  us  be 
any  the  wiser !” 

“That  is  true,  Barney!”  cried  Jaggs.  “I  know  that 
something  has  happened  to  them !” 

“But  phwat,  sor?  Shure,  there’s  divil  an  Arab  about, 
sor.” 

“That  is  true.  But  maybe  they  have  fallen  into  the 
basin  and  drowned.  At  any  rate,  we  must  find  them  if  it 
is  possible.” 

“Roight,  sor,  an’  here  goes.” 

Away  went  Barney  in  one  direction,  and  Jaggs  in  an¬ 
other.  It  was  fully  half  an  hour  before  they  returned. 

In  that  time  they  had  examined  every  part  of  the  oasis. 
But  not  a  sign  of  them  could  be  found. 

A  greater  mystery  could  not  be  imagined.  That  they 
had  gone  out  upon  the  desert  and  got  lost  was  utterly  out  of 
the  range  of  probability. 

But  where  then  were  they?  What  had  become  of  them? 

All  the  rest  of  that  day  Barney  and  Pomp  and  Jaggs 
searched  frantically  for  the  missing  men.  Every  part  of 
the  oasis  was  gone  over. 


Till:  WHITK  DKSKRT. 


It  was  certain  that  they  were  not  in  it,  dead  or  alive. 
A>  for  being  in  the  basin  this  was  speedily  proved  false. 

For  it  was  shallow  and  as  dear  as  crystal.  A  small  raft 
was  made  and  Barney  floated  all  over  it,  examining  every 
part  of  the  bottom. 

Words  can  hardly  express  the  situation  or  the  sensations 
experienced  by  the  three  aerial  voyagers.  The  very  bat¬ 
tling  part  of  the  mystery  annoyed  and  angered  them. 

“Did  yo‘  eber  hear  tell  ob  do  likes  ob  dat.J  ’  protested 
Pomp;  "fo’  de  Ian's  sakes,  dey  cudn  t  hab  tuk  wings  an 
flied  away !” 

“Of  course  not,’*  said  Jaggs;  “however,  we  have  done 
all  we  can.  1  see  no  other  way  but  to  patiently  wait  here 
for  them  to.  return.” 

“Bejabers,  I'm  afther  thinkin’  that’ll  niver  come,”  said 
Barney,  woefully.  "Shure,  it’s  the  divil  or  the  fairies  that 
has  got  thim.” 

All  day  long  they  had  made  the  futile  quest.  Now  night¬ 
fall  was  fast  approaching. 

And  as  the  darkness  settled  down,  far  out  on  the  White 
Desert,  there  was  marching  along  a  cavalcade  of  horses 
and  men.  They  were  Bedouins,  all,  and  at  their  head  {-ode 
two  chiefs  in  earnest  conversation. 

One  is  known  to  the  reader  as  the  Sheik  Ben  Kur.  The 
other  was  the  rascally  murderer,  Baba. 

They  had,  of  course,  collected  their  scattered  forces  after 

•  -  ...  .# 

their  encounter  with  the  airship,  as  seen  in  a  previous  chap¬ 
ter.  Then  they  had  started  for  the  White  Desert. 

By  the  best  of  good  fortune  they  had  crossed  the  moun¬ 
tain  range,  and  beheld  the  desert  befoft  them.  Seeing  the 
little  oasis,  they  had  guessed  the  truth  that  it  covered  the 
buried  ruins  of  the  Temple  of  Shek. 

But  darkness  was  overtaking  them  before  they  could 
reach  the  oasis.  However,  this  did  not  stop  them. 

They  pushed  forward  with  greater  speed  than  ever.  But 
suddenly  Ben  Kur  reined  in  his  horse. 

“Mahomet  defend  us!”  he  gasped,  “do  you  see  that,  my 
brothers  ?” 

Baba  himself  gave  a  startled  cry.  Then  he  forced  an 
Arabic  oath  from  his  lips. 

“By  the  prophet,”  he  gritted ;  it  is  that  accursed  ship  of 
the  air.  They  have  got  here  before  us !” 

A  great,  white  light,  glistening  in  the  oasis  had  betrayed 
this  fact  to  the  Arabs.  It  was  the  searchlight  of  the  Osiris. 

For  a  moment  Ben  Kur  and  Baba  gazed  darkly  at  the 
distant  light.  Both  were  furious. 

It  looked  to  them  as  if  their  plans  must  fail.  The 
Americans  had  got  there  before  them,  and  the  gold  of  Shek 
must  become  theirs. 
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Bui  Ban  Kar  drew  In,  yataghan  and  cut aavagely  at  the 
air. 

“Ah,  comrades!”  he  cried,  fiercely,  “they  shall  never 
leave  the  White  Desert.  On  yonder  palms  their  bones  shall 
hang,  or  I  am  not  the  son  of  Ali,  the  Butcher.  J  swear  it 
by  great  Allah !” 

Baba  and  the  Bedouins  cheered.  Fiercely  now  they  rode 
forward. 

But  yet  the}’  w  ere  not  so  foolhardy  as  to  make  their  pres¬ 
ence  known  to  the  aerial  voyagers,  which  would  have  been 
fatal  to  their  plans. 

Ben  Kur  was  enough  of  a  strategist  to  know  that  his  ends 
were  not  to  be  gained  in  this  way.  He  knew  that  those  on 
board  the  airship  had  a  huge  advantage. 

So  he  approached  the  oasis  with  great  caution. 

When  some  distance  from  it  he  called  a  halt  behind  some 
sand  dunes.  Here  he  dismounted  with  Baba,  and,  giving 
orders  to  his  men  to  remain  where  they  were,  he  set  forth 
across  the  intervening  space  to  the  oasis. 

As  the  two  Arabs  crept  nearer  to  the  airship  they  could 
see  figures  on  the  deck.  Barney  and  Pomp  and  Dr.  Jaggs 
were  yet  clinging  to  the  vain  hope  that  Frank  and  Griffith 
would  show  up  all  right. 

They  never  dreamed  of  the  possibility  of  lurking  Arabs 
in  the  vicinity.  So  the  foe  had  a  great  advantage. 

They  were  enabled  lo  get  quite  near  to  the  airship,  and 
even  to  creep  up  to  one  of  its  cabin  windows  and  gaze  in. 

Soon  they  became  aware  that  there  were  only  three  men 
aboard  the  craft.  It  was  an  important  discovery. 

“By  the  beard  of  Allah,”  said  Ben  Kur,  in  a  whisper, 
“we  might  well  hope-  to  cut  down  these  three  fools  our¬ 
selves  !  What  think  you,  Baba  ?” 

But  Baba  had  lived  in  America,  and  was  wiser  than  Ben 
Kur,  so  he  shook  his  bead,  and  said : 

“Not  so,  my  brother.  They  are  desperate  men,  these 
Americans,  and  they  arc  aided  by  the  devil.  It  is  well  for 
us  to  have  help  at  hand !” 

“So  it  shall  be,”  agreed  Ben  Kur;  “we  will  go  back  and 
bring  up  our  men.  But  1  swear  by  my  hand  that  it  will  be 
better  to  capture  these  men  alive.  Mayhap  they  have  re¬ 
covered  the  gold  of  Shek,  and  we  must  make  them  tell  us 
where  it  is !” 

“Which  is  well,”  agreed  Baba,  “but  one  of  us  need 
go  back.  I  will  remain  here  and  keep  watch.” 

“Do  so,  and  1  will  return  quickly,”  said  Ben  Kur,  and 
he  glided  away  into  the  gloom. 

The  aerial  voyagers  were  so  wrought  up  with  the  strange 
disappearance  of  Frank  and  Griffith  that  they  could  think 
of  nothing  else,  and  never  for  a  moment  dreamed  of  the 
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proximity  of  a  foe.  The  coast  was  practically  clear  for 
Baba  and  his  gang. 

Barney  was  in  the  pilothouse,  despondently  adjusting  the 
keyboard. 

Pomp  was  in  his  galley,  and  Dr.  Jaggs  was  reclining  on  a 
settee  on  the  afterdeck. 

There  was  not  the  least  pretense  of  keeping  guard,  which 
was  a  most  culpable  thing,  and  could  not  have  existed  under 
ordinary  circumstances — certainly  not  if  Frank  Reade,  Jr., 
had  been  there. 

It  is  always  at  such  an  unguarded  moment  that  your 
enemy  finds  you,  and  thus  he  found  the  crew  of  the  Osiris. 

I 

Dr.  Jaggs  was  hall  dozing  on  his  settee  when  he  heard 
a  slight  rustling  sound  back  of  him.  He  threw  up  his  arms 
and  yawned,  saying : 

“Barney,  1  believe  1  must  sleep.  Wake  me  if  they  re¬ 
turn.” 

The  next  instant  the  doctor  was  given  a  most  startling 
surprise.  A  great  hand  came  down  upon  his  mouth  and 
another  gripped  his  windpipe.  He  was  seized  as  in  a  vise. 

Not  a  murmur  escaped  his  lips,  hardly  a  muscle  could 
he  move.  Ilis  captors  bent  over  him,  and  to  his  horrified 
vision  there  appeared  the  dark  faces  of  the  Arabs. 

He  realized  in  that  awful  moment  the  whole  truth.  The 
airship  was  in  the  hands  of  the  foe. 

And  he  was  powerless,  even  to  give  warning  to  Barney 
and  Pomp.  Indeed,  every  moment  he  half  expected  a 
knife  in  the  ribs  or  across  the  throat. 

Swiftly  the  dusky  Bedouins  worked.  In  a  jiffy  a  gag 
was  in  his  mouth  and  he  was  unable  to  speak.  Thongs 
bound  his  wrists  and  ankles. 

Then  the  dark  forms  stoje  toward  the  cabin.  Down  into 
it  they  went  and  swiftly  reached  the  door  of  the  galley. 

Pomp  was  just  engaged  in  dipping  Hour  out  of  a  barrel, 
when  suddenly  a  panther-like  form  sprang  upon  him,  and 
he  was  an  instant  prisoner.  Talon  fingers  clutched  his 
th  roat. 

He  was  bound  just  as  Jaggs  was,  and  then  the  silent 
gang  started  for  the  pilothouse. 


CHAPTER  VTf. 

TN  THE  rOWEIt  OK  THE  ENEMY. 

The  Celt  was  whistling  an  Irish  ballad  when  the  skulk¬ 
ing  foe  reached  the  pilothouse  door,  lie  was  bending  over 


the  keyboard,  and  hearing  a  curious  sound  in  his  rear,  he 
started  up. 

Just  in  front  of  him  was  a  huge  mirror. 

In  this  way  lie  saw  a  startling  sight  and  that  which  com¬ 
pletely  took  all  the' jump  out  of  him.  Just  coming  in  at 
the  door  were  a  couple  of  the  Arabs. 

What  passed  through  Barney’s  mind  in  that  one  brief 
instant  would  have  filled  a  volume. 

lie  saw  at  once  that  the  airship  was  at  the  mercy  of  the 
foe.  He  saw  his  own  danger  and  realized  his  inability  to 
cope  with  it. 

But  for  all  this  his  Irish  blood  was  fired. 

He  was  not  the  one  to  surrender  tamely,  when  a  struggle 
might  win  hi.s  freedom  and  his  life.  So  he  made  a  light¬ 
ning-like  move. 

On  the.  narrow  shelf  by  the  keyboard  rested  a  revolver. 
Swift  as  a  flash  he  grabbed  it,  and  wheeling,  fired  point 
blank  at  the  foe. 

It  was  a  startling  and  unlooked  for  move  for  them.  The 
foremost  Bedouin  dropped  like  a  log. 

The  bullet  had  penetrated  his  brain.  The  second  sprang 
at  Barney  like  a  panther. 

The  Celt  was  able  to  fire  only  once  more.  Then  the  re¬ 
volver  was  dashed  from  his  hand  and  a  half  dozen  powerful 
forms  were  upon  him. 

A  desperate  struggle  followed.  _  Barney  fought  like  a 
madman.  But  he  was  unable  to  overcome  the  odds. 

He  was  bound  hand  and  foot  into  a  chair.  Then  Baba, 
the  traitor,  addressed  him  in  English : 

“Ah,  my  fellow,  y8u  see  the  Prophet  has  favored  us  and 
vou  are  at  our  mercy.  Allah  be  praised.” 

“Shure,  it’s  no  credit  to  yez,”  retorted  Barney.  “Av 
vez  hadn't  sprung  the  surproise  on  me  yez  wud  niver  have 
caught  me,  shure.” 

The  Arab-  rascal  laughed. 

“Where  are  the  rest  of  your  people?”  he  asked.  “Where 
is  the  little  old  man  with  the  eye-glasses?” 

“Shure,  yez  kin  tell  as  well  as  I  kin,”  replied  Barney. 
“Divil  a  hit  do  I  know  niesilf!” 

Baba  drew  a  knife,  and  with  a  tierce  look  placed  it  at 
Barney’s  throat. 

“Von  must  tell  me  the  truth,”  he  cried,  “else  you  shall 
die !” 

“I  have  told  \cz  the  truth,”  declared  the  Celt;  "shure, 
that's  all  1  kin  do.” 

Baba  lowered  the  knife,  and  continued: 

“  y,,u  have  come  here  for  the  same  purpose  as  ourselves — 
fu  find  the  gold  of  Shek !” 

•‘Well,”  allowed  the  Celt,  “phwat  av  that,  sor?’ 
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“Have  you  found  it  ?” 

“  Ho.” 

‘•You  lie!”  gritted  Balm,  fiercely,  “aud  you  know  it. 
You  have  found  that  gold,  and  you  shall  tell  where  it 
is  this  moment,  or  die  you  shall !’’ 

Burney  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“  Yez  moight  as  well  kill  me  at  wanst,  he  declared,  ter 
I  cudn't  tell  yez  phwere  that  gold  is  to  save  me  loife.  1 
don't  know.” 

Aud  Barney  would  say  no  more.  Babas  threats  were  in 
vain.  Ben  Kur,  who  understood  not  a  word  in  English, 
now  asked : 

“What  does  the  Christian  dog  say?” 

“He  says  that  he  does  not  know  where  the  gold  of  Stick 
is,”  replied  Baba.  “1  believe  he  lies!" 

"Cut  off  his  ears,”  gritted  the  Sheik;  “he  may  be  glad 
to  tell  then.” 

“No,”  said  Baba,  for  a  wonder  not  choosing  to  adopt  this 
course;  “let  us  make  ourselves  comfortable  here  until  an¬ 
other  day.  Then  we  can  see  what  their  work  has  been. 
Perhaps  they  have  already  found  a  way  into  the  temple 
and  we  shall  find  it  in  daylight.” 

The  three  prisoners,  bound  hand  and  foot,  were  dragged 
into  the  pilothouse  and  left  there.  Then  the  Arab  captors 
proceeded  to  make  themselves  comfortable  aboard  the 
Osiris. 

And  the  result  of  this  can  well  be  imagined. 

Of  course  they  penetrated  to  every  part  of  the  airship. 
Every  trinket  which  suited  their  fancy  they  pocketed,  until 
it  began  to  look  as  if  the  airship  would  be  depleted  of  every 
movable  object. 

But  in  the  course  of  their  investigations  they  came  across 
a  case  of  fine  liquors  in  the  hold.  This  held  them  in  check 
for  the  time  being. 

In  a  short  while  half  of  them  were  maudlin  drunk.  Thus 
the  night  was  passed. 

When  daylight  came  Ben  Kur  and  Baba  descended  and 
made  a  thorough  search  of  the  oasis. 

They  found  the  traces  of  the  excavation  about  the  sphinx 
made  by  Barney  and  Jaggs,  aud  at  once  they  embraced  the 
same  theory  that  the  temples  of  Shek  were  buried  under  the 
White  Desert. 

They  also  decided  to  follow  up  the  excavation,  and  Ben 
Kur  tumbled  out  the  drunken  gang  of  Arabs  to  do  this. 
Soon  they  were  at  work  assiduously  on  the  excavation. 

But  they  experienced  the  same  trouble  witli  the  shifting 
sands  that  Barney  had,  and  made  little  progress.  How¬ 
ever,  they  toiled  on  until  noon. 

The  sun  was  in  the  zenith  now,  and  the  heat  was  torrid. 


li.  was  at  this  juncture  t bat  there  arose  a  new  and  thrilling 
contingency. 

Suddenly  a  strange  yellow  cloud  began  lo  darken  the  sky. 
It  ran  rapidly  up  l<>  the  sun  and  obscured  it.  The  air  was 
dead,  and  a  distant  dull  rumbling  came  ominously  to  the 
ears  of  all. 

“Allah  preserve  us!”  exclaimed  Ben  Kur,  with  pallid 
features,  “the  great  simoon  is  coming.  Baba.” 

The  two  rascals  exchanged  awestruck  glances.  It  was 
just  the  season  to  expect  a  visitation  from  this  awful  terror 
of  the  desert,  the  deadly  simoon. 

Its  pestilential,  death-dealing  breath  could  already  be 
almost  felt.  Soon  its  whirling  sand  storm  would  he  sweep¬ 
ing  down  upon  the  oasis. 

Ben  Kur  and  Baba,  life-long  natives  of  the  desert,  knew 
well  what  it  meant.  They  glanced  toward  the  airship  as 
the  only  logical  method  of  escape. 

But,  of  course,  neither  knew  how  to  operate  the  airship. 
Any  one  of  ihe  captives  could  do  it,  but  would  they?  Ben 
Kur  made  a  motion  to  Baba  and  started  for  the  Osiris. 

They  left  their  half-drunken  companions  digging  in  the 
pit.  It  did  not  occur  to  them  to  save  their  lives. 

Once  aboard  the  airship  and  possessed  of  the  secret  of 
manipulating  it,  they  could  have  no  further  use  for  their 
Arab  followers.  In  fact,  there  was  no  easier  way  to  get  rid 
of  them  than  to  leave  them  in  the  excavation. 

This  was  their  villainous  reasoning.  And  thus  they 
acted. 

'  In  a  few  moments  they  were  aboard  the  airship. 

Baba  went  at  once  into  the  pilothouse.  The  three  cap¬ 
tives  lay  yet  tightly  bound  upon  the  floor. 

“Do  you  dogs  want  your  worthless  lives?”  he  asked,  con¬ 
temptuously  ;  “if  you  will  do  my  bidding  1  will  give  them  to 
you.  If  not” — drawing  a  murderous  knife — “you  might 
as  well  say  your  prayerk.” 

Neither  Barney,  Pomp  nor  Jaggs  ventured  to  answer.  In 
their  present  state  of  mind,  it  mattered  little  to  them  how 
quick  their  fate  was  sealed  with  the  knife  or  otherwise. 

Baba  was  incensed.  He  glared  at  them  madly. 

“Why  don’t  you  speak?”  lie  yelled. 

But  still  they  were  silent.  Then  the  crafty  villain 
changed  the  programme.  He  saw  that  he  was  not  going  to 
gain  his  ends  in  this  manner. 

He  sheathed  his  knife,  and  said,  in  a  more  conciliatory 
way : 

“Our  lives  as  well  as  yours  are  at  stake.  The  deadly 
simoon  is  sweeping  dbwn  upon  us.  Its  hot.  breath  will 
stifle  us  in  this  cabin  and  its  drifting  sands  bury  us  up 
forever.  Shall  we  yield  to  this  fate?  Let  us  be  friends 
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until  this  clanger  is  past/  See,  I  will  show  my  good  pur¬ 
pose  !” 

And  the  villain,  with  a  quick  turn  of  his  knife-blade, 
severed  the  cords  which  bound  Barney.  The  Celt  was  free. 

“Raise  your  airship !”  cried  Baba;  “flee  from  the  terrible 
storm,  and  save  our  lives.  If  not,  we  shall  die!” 

Barney  rose  to  his  feet.  For  a  moment  he  was  unde¬ 
cided  what  to  do  or  say. 

“Are  yez  telling  the  truth,  yez  blagguard?”  he  asked, 
tersely. 

“Baba  speaks  true.  Look  out  upon  the  sky  and  thou 
shalt  see  for  thyself.” 

The  Celt  complied,  and  saw  that  the  Arab  spoke  the 
truth.  A  more  frightful  prospect  could  not  be  imagined. 

The  Irishman  knew  well  what  a  terrible  thing  the  deadly 
sandstorm  was.  • 

What  should  he  do? 

The  love  of  life  was  yet  strong  within  him. 

He  was  averse  to  giving  these  two  black  scoundrels  any 
aid,  but  he  could  see  at  once  that  there  was  really  no  other 
course. 

He  spoke  to  Jaggs.  *  , 

“Be  me  sowl,  Docthor,”  he  said,  “it’s  all  thrue.  Phwat 
wud  yez  do?” 

The  scientist  gave  Barney  a  comprehensive  glance. 

“Send  the  airship  up,”  he  said.  “Trust  to  luck  for  the 
rest.” 

But  now  an  expression  of  anguish  and  dismay  crossed 
the  Celt’s  face. 

“Worra,  worra!”  he  cried;  “shure,  phwat  av  Misther 
Frank?  Shall  we  niver  see  him  again?” 

“God  only  knows,”  groaned  the  scientist;  “but  the  best 
we  can  do  at  present  is  to  save  ourselves  and  the  airship.” 

Barney  turned  to  Baba. 

“Is  it  agreed,  sor,”  he  asked,  ‘'‘that  we  shall  have  our 
lives  spared  if  I  raise  the  airship?” 

The  Arab  traitor  gave  his  colleague,  Ben  Kur,  a  compre¬ 
hensive  glance,  and  replied : 

“  I  swear  it  by  the  Koran !” 

“That  settles  it,  bejabers!” 

And  Barney  sprang  to  the  keyboard.  He  turned  the 
lever  clear  round.  In  an  instant  the  airship  was  a  thou¬ 
sand  feet  in  the  air. 

i  Then  astonished',  Burney  turned  to  Baba,  and  asked: 

“Shure,  is  there  only  two  uv  yez !  Phwere  are  the  rest?” 

“Allah  forbid!”  declared  Baba,  coolly.  “We  could  not 
take  them  with  us.  They  are  buf  carrion  at  best.  Let 
them  go.” 

In  that  moment  the  Celt’s  repugnance  of  these  two 


black-hearted  wretches  was  beyond  expression.  He  could 
hardly  contain  himself. 

“Shure,  an’  that’s  the  way  yez  threat  those  that  follow 
yez!”  he  cried,  with  scathing  force.  “Be  me  sowl,  it’s  a 
beastly,  blagguard  thrick,  an’  I’m  goin’  back  dfther  thim !” 

“It  is  too  late,”  said  Baba,  with  a  ferocious  smile;  “the 
simoon  is  already  upon  the  oasis.” 

This  was  true. 

An  appalling  spectacle  it  was  which  was  now  seen  below. 
The  oasis  was  shut  from  view  by  funnel-shaped  clouds  of 
fiercely  revolving  white  sand.  The  airship,  even  at  this 
altitude,  was  being  whirled  onward  at  a  fearful  rate  of 
speed. 

The  breath  of  the  simoon  had  even  reached.it,  and  now 
Baba  cried,  frantically : 

“Sail,  sail  away,  or  we  die  like  dogs!  In  the  name  of' 
Allah,  sail !” 

Barney  needed  no  second  bidding.  He  turned  the  full 
force  of  the  dynamos  into  the  propeller,  and  the  airship 
sped  away  like  a  flash. 

The  cabin  windows  and  doors  were  quickly  closed.  Then 
the  airship  was  whirled  on  and  on  in  the  clutches  of  the 
fearful  wind  storm. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

IN  THE  BURIED  TEMPLES. 

But,  meanwhile,  what  of  Frank  and  Lieutenant  Griffith  ? 

Was  it  true  that  they  had  gone  to  a  living  grave  in  the 
depths  of  the  White  Desert  sands  ? 

We  have  seen  how  they  so  mysteriously  disappeared. 
Now,  an  explanation  is  in  order. 

Death  did  not  overtake  them  by  any  means.  They  were 
to  be  spared  to  figure  yet  in  the  incidents  of  our  story. 

Frank’s  sensation,  when  he  went  down  into  the  whirling 
sands,  was  a  most  curious  one.  For  a  few  moments  nose, 
ears  and  month  were  filled  with  dust  and  sand. 

He  seemed  stifling,  until  suddenly  fresh  air  struck  his 
nostrils,  and  he  revived.  He  rolled  and  slid  gently  down 
an  incline. 

Then  he  came  to  a  stop.  But  from  the  feeling  he  knew 
that  he  was  half  buried  in  sand. 

It  required  a  moment  for  him  to  collect  his  scattered 
senses.  Then  he  quickly  sprang  up. 

He  was  uninjured,  but  the  air  about  him  was  close  and 
vault-like.  He  knew  that  he  was  underground. 
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But  what  diil  it  mean?  Into  wlmt  sort  of  a  place  ha.1 


;  he  fallen?  Then  it  all  came  to  him  with  a  rush. 

He  had  fallen  into  the  temple  under  the  sands.  '1  hat 
this  was  a  fact  there  could  be  no  doubt. 

The  realization  for  a  moment  startled  him.  He  thought 
of  Barney  and  Pomp  and  Jaggs. 

How  should  he  let  them  know  of  his  fate?  Would  they 
succeed  in  digging  down  to  where  he  was?  1  he  possibility 
of  rejoining  them  did  not  seem  to  him  at  all  difficult. 

All  these  things  had  passed  through  his  mind  in  a  brief 
space  of  time.  Then  he  heard  a  voice. 

*  “Whew  !  I’m  a  blooming  idiot  if  this  is  not  the  queerest 
tiling  ever  happened  to  me.  Where  am  I  ?” 

P  “Griffith  !”  exclaimed  Frank. 

“  Mr.  Reade,  is  that  you  ?’’ 

“It  is.” 

“Where  are  we?” 

“You  have  the  best  of  me,  unless  possibly  we  have  slid 
down  into  the  buried  temple !” 

Griffith  gave  a  sharp  c-ry. 

“Why,  of  course.  That  is  the  truth  of  it.  Well,  this 
‘beats  digging  our  way  down,  don’t  it!” 

|  “I  should  say  so  !” 

*  “Have you  any  matches?  It’s  darker  than  Egypt  here !” 

“I  have  something  better.  I  have  an  electric  lantern.” 

Frank  produced  the  iittle  globe  with  its  miniature  stor¬ 
age  battery,  an  invention  of  his  own.  In  a  moment  he  had 
turned  it  on. 

It  was  powerful  enough  to  light  up  a  radius  of  twenty 
feet  around.  Then  they  beheld  a  surprising  spectacle. 

,  They  were  in  a  mighty,  high-roofed  chamber,  fully  one 

(hundred  feet  long  and  half  as  broad. 

A  great  mound  of  sand  rose  up  to  a  crevice  in  the  ceiling, 
which  was  the  means  of  their  entrance.  The  peculiar  con¬ 
sistency  of  the  sand  held  it  back  at  the  aperture  so  that  no 

more  came  in  to  fill  up  the  chamber,  save  when  forced  in 
*  # 

by  the  weight  of  some  descending  body,  as  had  been  the 
case  when  they  entered. 

Great  columns  inscribed  with  hieroglyphics  supported  the 
|  roof  of  the  chamber. 

•  A  stone  floor,  which  was  partly  mosaic,  supported  them. 

.  Beyond  this  chamber  there  were  doubtless  others. 

That  they  were  in  the  Temple  of  Shek,  there  was  no 
doubt.  It  was  a  strange  experience. 

I  “ W ell,  here  we  are!”  exclaimed  Frank.  “Only< Jaggs 
'  ought  to  be  here  also.  He  is  the  most  interested  party.” 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  the  lieutenant;  "but  how  are  we 
.  8°>ng  to  send  him  word  ?' 


“That  would  not  be  possible.  The  shelving  sands  would 
fall  in  upon  us.” 

"I  believe  you.” 

“1  see  no  way  but  to  wait  for  them  to  dig  down  to  us.” 

“Exactly,  if  they  will  only  persevere  in  that.” 

“Do  you  doubt  it  ?” 

Frank  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

“If  they  know  or  suspect  that  we  are  down  here,  yes,” 
he  replied.  “If  not,  they  may  get  discouraged  and  aban¬ 
don  the  project.” 

Griffith  paled  at  this. 

“Jove!  that  would  entomb  us  for  life.” 

“Unless  we  could  dig  our  way  out.” 

“Oh,  but  before  we  could  do  that  starvation  would  over¬ 
take  us.  There  is,  of  course,  not  the  slightest  thing  to  sub¬ 
sist  upon  down  here.” 

“Which  is  all  very  true,”  said  Frank,  with  a  shrug. 
“However,  now  that  we  are  down  here,  let  us  make  the  best 
of  it.  We  can  gain  nothing  by  useless  reflections  upon  the 
hopelessness  of  our  position.” 

“Which  is  very  true,”  agreed  Griffith.  “For  my  part, 
I  don’t  fear  death  in  any  form.  Lead  the  way.” 

Frank  at  oncf  complied. 

They  passed  through  the  great  chamber,  flashing  thp 
electric  light  here  and  there  about  them. 

It  could  be  seen  that  tin’s  temple  had  been  a  structure  of 
great  magnificence.  Its  huge  columns  and  tremendous 
curtain  walls  had  required  much  power  and  ingenuity  to 
construct. 

From  this  huge  chamber  the  explorers  passed  into  an¬ 
other. 

The  floor  of  this  was  knee-deep  in  sand,  but  they  crossed 
it  until  they  came  to  steps. 

These  led  down  some  ways  and  a  long  passage  extended 
for  some  distance. 

“Perhaps  we  are  now  on  the  way  to  the  treasure  vaults !” 
cried  Griffith. 

“Possibly.” 

But  now  the  passage  widened,  and  they  came  out  into  a 
great  chamber,  which  was  circular  in  shape.  Through  its 
center  there  extended  a  long  table  of  stone. 

This  had  evidently  been  the  banquet-hall  of  the  temple. 
Here,  undoubtedly,  the  high  priests  of  Isis  had  partaken  of 
many  a  meal. 

But  of  the  costly  table  ware,  which  must  once  have  deco¬ 
rated  the  table,  none  remained.  The  place  was  bare  and 
empty. 


It  looked  as  if  the  temple  had  been  pillaged  by  vandals 
Indeed,  I  don’Uknow,  unlessm*  dig  our  way  up  to  him.”  [after  all,  and  that  the  chronicles  of  Azari  were  wrong.  But 
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iTiiuk  reflected  Dial  all  of  these  valuable  effects  might  yet 


he  found  in  a  treasure  vault. 

So  he  did  not  abandon  hope.  Beyond  the  banquet*roofh 
•  here  was  another  chamber  equally  as  large. 

And  this  was  filled  with  idols  of  every  description  and 
size.  1  hey  were  made  of  stone,  of  wood,  and  of  metal. 

I  hen  our  explorers  entered  another  long  passage.  They 
followed  this  for  fully  fifty  yards. 

It  trended  downward,  and  Frank  suspected  what  it  led 
to  ere  die  reached  it.  They  came  out  into  a  huge  vault,  with 
niches  in  the  walls. 

And  in  these  niches  there  were  mummy  cases.  These 
wore  seen  at  once  to  be  not  of  the  ordinary  kind. 

That  they  held  royal  remains  there  was  no  doubt,  ft  was 
the  burial  place  of  a  dynasty  of  Egyptian  kings. 

“Blast  me,”  exclaimed  Griffith,  as  he  looked  about,  “this 
must  be  under  the  original  ground  level.  It  is  a  tomb !” 

“Yes,”  agreed  Frank.  “I  cannbt  see  that  the  passage 
goes  any  further.” 

“It  does. not.’’ 

“We  have  gone  as  far  as  we  can.” 

“  But  the  treasure  vaults - ” 

“Oh,  we  have  not  its  yet  begun  the  exploration  of  these 
temples.  You  will  find  that  they  cover  a  mighty  territory.” 

“What  shall  wfe  do?” 

“We  can  return  to  the  chamber  we  left,  and  take  another 

p 

passage.  It  may  lead  us  to  the  treasure  vaults,  if  such  yet 
exist.” 

“Of  course  they  must," 

“And  why?” 

“It  is  easy  to  see.  If ’vandals  had  pillaged  these  ruins 
they  would  never  have  left  these  mummy  cases  undisturbed. 
There  is,  no  doubt,  much  valuable  treasure  in  them.” 

“1  believe  you  are  right,”  agreed  Frank.  “In  that  case 
we  may  have  hope.  I.  wish  Jaggs  was  here.” 

“  Do  you  suppose  we  could  locate  the  spot  where  they  are 
excavating,  and  communicate  with  them?” 

“  It  is  possible.” 

“  Let  us  try  it !” 

“Very  well.” 

Back  through  the  passage  they  now  went  rapidly.  Back 
mice  more  in  the  main  chamber  ol  the  temple  Frank  tried 
to  locate  the  possible  point  of  (lie  excavation. 

This  was  difficult. 

They  had  nothing  to  guide  them.  Finally  they  decided 
upon  a  direction,  and  went  forward. 

This  brought  them  to  a  beautiful  peristyle,  an  unusual 
tiling  in  the  Egyptian  line  >>f  orchih-eture.  Beyond  this 
were  great  hanks  of  sand. 


One  thing  was  noticeable. 

There  was  a  strong  current  of  air  through  t-he<ehaift*r- , 
This  would  seem  to  indicate  one  thing,  and  this  waj  that 
there  was  an  outlet  somewhere. 

Just  where  this’ was  was  a  question  to  he  decided 'later* 
if  possible,  when  every  other  method  had  been  discarded. 
For  our  adventurers  would  not  for  a  momeut  admit  that 
they  were  buried  alive. 

i 


CHAPTER  TX. 

*  OUTWITTING  THE  VILLAINS. 

Frank  and  Griffith  searched  a  long  while  for  the  founda¬ 
tions  of  the  obelisk  and  the  sphinx.  They  tried  many  dif¬ 
ferent  columns,  hut  in  no  case  were  they  satisfied. 

So  finally  they  were  obliged  to  give  the  project  up. 

And  now  a  gaunt  and  grisly  fact  began  to  confront  them. 

They  were  growing  hungry. 

The  demon  of  hunger  could  not  be  easily  appeased  in 
that  underground  retreat  ;  also  it  began  to  look  as  if  Jaggs 
and  the  others  were  not  going  to  succeed  in  getting  down 
into  the  temple. 

This  put  a  damper  at  once  upon  further  exploration. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Griffith,  suddenly,  “I  can’t  say 
that  I  feel  just  easy  about  this  situation,  Frank.” 

“You  do  not?” 

“No.” 

“Well,  I  'll  admit  that  1  do  not.  What  shall  we  do?" 

“Of  course,  l  would  like  to  continue  this  exploration 
further.” 

“So  would  I.” 

“And  find  the. treasure  vaults.” 

“Just  so.” 

“But  when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  we  have  no  means 
of  procuring  food.  Without  food,  we  should  really  be  badly 
off.  I  think  we  had  better  establish  communication  with 
the  world  above  as  quickly  as  possible.” 

“So  do  I." 

Frank  drew  a  box  of  matches  from  his  pocket.  He  h< 
one  and  held  if  up. 

I  lie  flame  blew  hack  over  his  shoulder,  and  flickering, 
went  out. 

hut  arc  you  trviug  to  do?”  asked  Griffith. 

"  Find  a  way  out  of  this  place.” 

"  W  ith  those  matches?” 

“  Yes.” 


) 
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••Ah,  how  will  you  do  that?” 

igv  moans  of  tlie  11  a i no.  Of  course,  the  draught  comes 


And  tlto  cunning  Ben  Kur  communicated  this  fact  to 


from  the  outlet.  Now,  by  noting  the  inclination  of  the 
•Isinc.  we  are  guided  in  our  course.” 

•;G<'od,”  cried  the. lieutenant ;  “that  is  a  certain  guide. 
U’t  us  8°  on  once." 

••We  will  do  so.” 

Frank  noted  the  direction  of  the  match  flame,  and  then 
tf-ent  on  accordingly.  At  intervals  he  paused  to  light 

matches. 

•  This  led  them  into  another  mighty  chamber  with  massive 
pillars.  And  here  Griffith  paused. 

■‘Bv  Jove!”  he  exclaimed.  “1  am  all  done  out,  Frank. 
Wo  hav c  been  twelve  hours  in  this  place.  We  must  have 

-ome  sleep." 

■‘Eight,"  cried  the  young  inventor;  "it  will  refresh  us 
better  than  anything  else." 

So  they  selected  as  good  a  spot  as  they  could  find,  and 
lying  down,  fell  fast  asleep.  Tired  nature  had  succumbed. 
How  long  they  slept  it  was  not  easy  to  say. 

But  Frank  awoke  first  and  opened  hi.-,  eyes.  A  recol¬ 
lection  of  past  events  instantly  came  back  to  him.  • 

But  instead  of  the  stygian  gloom  of  the  underground 
temple,  all  was  daylight  about  him.  Startled  beyond 
measure,  he  rose  upon  his  elbow  and  looked  about  him. 

What  he-beheld  dumbfounded  him.  It  seemed  like  a 
dream. 

For  he  now  looked  out  through  the  peristyle  upon  a  great 
expanse  of  White  Desert;  with  the  glittering  sky  and  the 
brassy  sun  above  all.  it  was  a  strange  transformation. 

Eet  us  return  for  a  brief  while  to  the  airship. 

-  For  a  time  it  seemed  as  if  the  Osiris  must  indeed  fall  a 
victim  to  the  force, of  the  simoon,  and  be  shattered. 

But  Barney  sent  her  aloft,  until  the  rarity  of  the  air 
caused  all  to  vomit  blood.  Then  the  great  sand  storm  de¬ 
parted  on  another  course. 

,  An  hour  later  all  was  calm,  and  the  airship  slid  down 
s  mile  or  so  into  more  comfortable  altitudes.  Then  a  bet- 
r,r  view  of  the  earth  was  obtained. 

At  that  distance  no  particular  change  in  the  topography 
°f  the  country  could  he  noted.  They  had  been  carried, 
however,  far  beyond  the  coniines  of  the  W  bite  Desert. 

Barney  all  this  while  had  not  been  idle  in  other  dircc- 
tions.  Through  all.  Baba  and  Ren  Kur  had  stood  beside 
him  watching  his  manipulation  of  the  keyboard. 

”  speedily  became  apparent  to  the  two  villains  that  for 
•«,ther  to  learn  to  handle  the  airship  was  going  to  be  a 
task  than  they  had  imagined. 


Baba  in  Arabic.  They  conversed  freely  on  the  subject 

"We  must  spare  tiie  life  of  the  Christian  dog,  ’/aid  the 
■Sheik;  “he  must  be  our  slave.  Then  we  can  travel  the 
world  over  in  the  sky !” 

It  was  an  alluring  prospect  for  the  two  wretches.  Balm 
nodded  his  head  joyfully. 

“We  are  blessed  <>f  Allah!”  he  declared. 

“Ave!"  agreed  Ben  Kur;  “hut  the  other  dogs — we  will 
drop  them  back  to  the  earth !” 

“Aye  1”  cried  Balia,  fixing  his  gaze  upon  Pomp  and 
Jaggs.  “  Let  us  do  it  at  once.” 

Barney’s  eyes  had  been  upon  them  even  as  a  cat  watches 
a  mouse.  By  their  very  gestures  he  had  divined  their  in¬ 
tent. 

So  he  muttered : 

“We  will  see  how  the  little  game  will  work,  yez  black 
apes!  Be  me  sowl,  I’d  loike  to  strangle  the  both  av  yez.” 

The  two  Arabs  advanced  and  seized  hold  upon  Pomp. 

They  would  have  carried  him  out  and  dumped  him  over 
the  rail  beyond  doubt. 

It  was  fully  a  mile  to  the  earth.  Deatli  would  have  been 
most  horrible. 

But  Barney  pressed  a  button,  and  instantly  the  alarm 
gong  began  to  ring. 

The  clatter  it  made  was  startling. 

The  two  Arabs  wheeled  about.  The  Celt  made  excited 
gesticulations. 

Baba  asked  angrily,  in  English : 

“What  do  you,  Christian  dog?  Are  you  marl?” 

“Bejabers,  yez  are  roight — I  am,”  cried  Barney.  “Phwat 
are  yez  going  to  do,  I’d'  loike  to  know?” 

“That’s  not  for  you  to  ask.  We  are  going  to  give  vmy 
friends  their  freedom.” 

“Yez  arc  goin’  to  throw  thim  overboard,  had  cess  to 
yez,”  cried  Barney.  “An’,  shure.  I’ll  niver  see  that  done. 
I’ll  dhrop  the  whole  av  us  down  at  the  same  time.” 

Baba  w'hipped  out  bis  knife  with  an  oath.  But  Barnev 
had  closed  the  helice  lever,  and  the  airship  was  already 
flying  toward  the  earth  like  a  rocket. 

She  dropped  that  mile  in  remarkably  quick  time.  But, 
of  course,  Barnev  checked  the  fall,  until  she  was  not  twen tv- 
feet  above  the  level  of  the  sandy  plain. 

The  two  scoundrels  were  baffled. 

They  saw  that  (lie  Celt  had  the  best  of  them.  They  were 
powerless  to  even  coerce  hint. 

Of  course  they  could  have  assassinated  him.  But  this 
very  act'would  have  sealed  their  own  fate. 

For  they  could  never  have  lowered  the  airship  with  safetv 
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themselves,  noi  could  they  have  checked  its  speed.  Their 
position  would  have  been  a  dubious  one. 

1  hey  glared  madly  at  Ramey,  but  they  were  powerless. 
The  Celt  knew'  this  well  enough. 

lor  a  moment  the  Irishman  faced  the  two  wretches. 
Then  Baba  gritted:  " 

‘Are  you  going  to  obey  our  commands,  Christian  dog? 
If  you  do  not,  we  must  kill  you.” 

“Kill,  an’  be  hanged,  yez  black  misfits!”  cried  Barney, 
defiantly;  “its  a  foine  place  yez  wud  be  in,  thin.  Yez 
will  niver  do  thot!” 

Baffled,  the  two  wretches  stood  and  glared  at  Barney  for 
some  moments.  Then  Baba  said: 

“If  we  spare  the  life  of  your  friends  will  you  swear  to 
always  obey  our  commands  and  sail  this  airship  to  suit  us?” 

“So  long  as  it  suits  me,  I  will,”  replied  Barney,  am¬ 
biguously.  .  . 

To  tell  the  truth  the  Celt's  brain  had  been  far  from  idle. 
He  had  formulated  several  daring  plans  for  an  escape. 

He  wras  awaiting  an  opportunity. 

And  the  opportunity  he  most  desired  suddenly  came. 
As  the  airship  rested  thus  twenty  feet  from  the  sands,  Ben 
Kur  stepped  out  on  deck. 

Baba  followed  him.  It  was  a  fatal  move. 

The  two  villains  were  baffled  by  the  conduct  of  Barney. 
They,  were  about  to  discuss  the  situation,  when  the  tables 
suddenly  turned.  > 

Quick  as  a  flash  Barney  pressed  a  spring.  The  pilot¬ 
house  door  instantly  flew  shut. 

The  two  duped  villains  turned,  but  they  were  too  late. 
They  flung  themselves  like  wolves  against  the  door.  But  in 
vain.  • 

And  Barney,  grabbing  a  knife,  instantly  cut  the  bonds 
of  his  companions.  They  were  quickly  upon  their  feet. 

“Hurrah!”  cried  Jaggs,  wildly.  “Barney,  you  are  a 
trump!  You  have  saved  our  lives  and  (he  airship!” 

"Shure,  I  didn't  have  done  it  if  I  hadn’t  the  chance,” 
.-aid  the  Celt,  modestly;  “bud  cess  to  the  omadhouns!” 

“Hi,  hi  I”  cried  Pomp,  “whar  am  mah  rifle?  We  jes’ 
want  fo’  to  fix  dcm  chaps  so  dcy  won’  trubble  us  no  mo’, 
yo’  liet!” 

"Regorra,  that's  roight!”  cried  Burney,  as  lie  leaped 
down  into  the  cabin. 

In  a  moment  lie  returned  with  a  couple  of  Winchesters. 

Rut  the  two  wily  Arabs  were  not  on  the  deck. 

Seeing  Ibal  (lie  game  was  up,  they  had  been  shrewd 
enough  to  beat  an  incontinent  retreat.  It  was  some  mo¬ 
ment  demur  friends  aw  them  racing  into  a  range  of  foot¬ 
hills  some  distance  away. 


_ ■ 

They  had  dropped  over  the  rail  the  twenty  feet  to/the 
sands,  and  made  good  their  escape. 

Barney  quickly  started  the  airship  after  them,  but  be¬ 
fore  they  could  get  within  range  the  two  villains  disap. 
peared  into  a  cavern  in  the  foothills. 

They  were  safe. 

“Begorra,  I'd  loike  to  have  evened  the  score  wid  thim,” 
cried  Barney;  “shure,  fer  all  we  know,  they  moight  be  re- 
sponsible  fer  the  mysterious  disappearance  av  Frank  and 
Misther  Griffith.” 

“You're  right,  Barney,”  agreed  Jaggs;  “but  that  makes, 
me  think  that  we  ought  to  get  back  to  the  oasis  as  quickly 
as  possible.  I  would  like  to  see  what  effect  the  hurricane 
or  simoon  had.” 


CHAPTER  X. 

A  WELCOME  D1SCOVEBY. 

"  Begorra,  so  wud  1 !”  cried  Barney.  “  An’  it’s  back  there 
we'll  be  aft  her.  goin’  at  wanst.” 

So  Barney  went  to  the  keyboard  and  started  the  airship. 
Very  quickly  they  were  once  more  in  the  air  and  flying 
across  the  White  Desert. 

Then  it  was  seen  that  the  whole  topography  of  the  region 
was  very  materially  changed. 

The  sand  hills  were  shifted,  and  far  up  in  the.  mountain 
ravines  there  were  great  banks  and  drifts  of  the  snow-like 
material.  • 

And  out  upon  the  desert  the  powerful  simoon  had  liter¬ 
ally  torn  things  all  up.  There  were  great  ravines  worn  in 
the  face  of  the  plain,  while  hills,  and  even  respectable 
mountains  had  arisen  where  before  all  had  been  level. 

The  aerial  voyagers  were  more  surprised  than  words  can 
express.  Nothing  looked  familiar  to  them. 

“Bejabers,  it’s  a  quarc-lookin’  counthrv,”  cried  Barney, 
“shure,  I  don  t  wondher  that  the  big  temples  were  buried 
out  av  soight.” 

“This  has  been  u  terrific  storm !”  declared  Jaggs;  “*t 
doubtful  if  there  has  been  another  like  it  in  these  parts  for 
the  past  century.” 

"Golly!  cried  Pomp,  “I  done  reckon  it  was  lucky  l1' 
de  airship  dat  dcy  didn’  git  us  into  de  wust  ob  dst  bl*>ff- 
It  wud  jes’  linh  tore  us  nil  to  pjocos.” 

"You  arc  right  there,”  agreed  Jaggs;  “we  have,  indeed, 
a  right  to  ho  thankful !” 
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Put  no  sign  of  the  oasis  could  lie  seen  anywhere.  This 
»asD<>  slight  disappointment  as  well  as  a  great  surprise. 
But,  as  they  were  looking  intently  for  it,  a  great  surprise 

was  accorded  them. 

.  Suddenly  Jaggs  cried: 

••By  Cicero !  what  is  that  yonder?  Arc  those  not  ruins?” 
“Begorra,  it’s  a  big  temple,"  cried  Barney;  “shurc,  that 
was  not  there  before.” 

In  a  Hash  all  was  plain  to  the  scientist. 

He  saw  how  possible  it  was  that  the  great  simoon  had 
blown  away  the  sands  from  about  the  buried  temples  of 
y  gjipc.  They  were  once  more  restored  to  the  light  of  day. 
And  once  more  it  was  possible  to  explore  them  with  ease. 
This  thought  would  have  given  Jaggs  the  greatest  pleasure 

i  ( 

had  he  been  sure  of  the  safety  of  [-'rank  Reade,  Jr.,  and 

Lieutenant  Griffith. 

But,  in  doubt  as  to  their  faie,  lie  could  not  at  all  feel  easy. 
First  of  all,  he  felt  it  was  his  duty  to  learn  what  had  become 

of  them. 

Then  it  would  be  feasible  to  explore  the  temple.  He  im¬ 
parted  this  plan  to  Barney  and  Pomp. 

And  they  agreed  with  him.  4 

Rapidly  nowthe  airship  approached  the  ruined  temples. 
They  were  seen  to  be  of  enormous  extent,  and  there  were 
acres  of  other  ruins  near  them,  showing  that  here  had  once 
been  a  large  city. 

Down  settled  the  airship  into  an  open  space  among  the 

ruins. 

There  was  a  spacious  courtyard  which  had  been  swept  as 
clean  as  if  with  a  broom. 

And  here  the  airship  rested.  Barney  threw  out  an  an¬ 
chor,  and  then  he  and  Jaggs  leaped  over  the  rail. 

Not  many  feet  away  were  the  ruins  of  a  peristyle. 
Through  this  they  passed,  and  were  in  one  of  the  great 
temple  chambers. 

Jaggs  was  wildly  enthusiastic.  He  drew  out  a  note-book 
and  began  making  copious  entries. 

But  Barney,  who  had  been  exploring  the  place,  suddenly 
picked  up  an  object  from  the  mosaic  floor  with  a  loud  shout. 
“Whurroo !”  he  cried,  “shure,  here’s  the  explanation  av 
.  ^  aM-  Wud  ycz  Ink  at  thot?” 

“%hat  is  it?”  asked  Jaggs,  sharply. 

‘Shurc,  it’s  Misther  Frank’s  cap,  and  1  know  it  well  hv 
same  twist  av  silk  about  it.  Misther  trank  has  been 
here  since  we  lift!” 

Astounded  beyond  measure,  the  voyagers  stood  regarding 
the  discovery  made  by  Barney.  It  was  indisputable  prima 

facie  evidence. 

I1  rank  hat!  evidently  been  here. 


“Golly!”  cried  romp,  from  the  airship’s  rail.  “Whar 
yo’  s’posc  Marse  Frank  am  now?” 

“Bejabers,  lie  can’t  he  far  away,”  cried  Barney;  “shurc, 
mebbe  he  is  explorin’  the  temple.” 

It  was  hard  for  Jaggs  to  reconcile  these  things  with  the 
mysterious  disappearance  of  Frank  and  Griffith. 

“That  is  all  right,”  lie  agreed;  “it  proves  that  he  had 
been  here.  But  perhaps  you  can  tell  me  where  he  has  been 
all  the  time  since  he  disappeared,  and  where  he  was  during 
the  simoon?” 

Barney  scratched  his  head. 

Then  a  bright  idea  came  to  him. 

“Begorra,  I  think  I  kin,”  he  said. 

“Where?” 

“  Shurc,  roight  in  this  timple,  sor.” 

The  scientist  looked  puzzled. 

“Iiow  did  he  get  here?” 

“  Shurc,  sor,  he  must  have  found  some  entrance  we  didn’t 
know  about.  Thin,  maybe,  he  cudn’t  foind  his  way  out 
afterwards  to  let  us  know  about  it.” 

Barney’s  theory  was  logical. 

The  Savant  grasped  it. 

“On  my  word,  Barney,”  he  cried,  “that  must  be  the 
solution.  Then  it  is  reasonable  to  suppose  that  they  are 
yet  in  this  temple:” 

“Aye,  sor!” 

“In  that  case  we  must  try  and  find  them.  If  we  succeed 

t 

in  finding  them  safe,  I  shall  regard  that  simoon  as  the 
greatest  blessing  which  has  overtaken  us  since  coming  to 
Egypt.” 

“Bejabers,  that’s  roight,  sor !” 

“I’ll  jos’  look  aftah  de  airship,”  cried  -Pomp.  “You  two 
go  ahead  an’  find  Marse  Frank.’” 

They  needed  no  second  bidding.  Together  they  passed 
through  (lie  temple  chamber  and  came  to  long  steps  leading 
downward. 

Down  these  they  plunged  and  came  into  a  narrow  pas¬ 
sage.  It  was  similar  to  those  followed  by  Frank  and  Grif¬ 
fith,  as  portrayed  in  a  previous  chapter. 

Along  this  passage  Jaggs  and  Barney  ran.  Then  they 
gave  each  a  startled  cry. 

Just  ahead  a  bright  light  was  seen.  Surely,  only  artifi¬ 
cial  means  could  create  this.  * 

Hashing  onward,  they  suddenly  rushed  into  a  deep, 
square  vault.  In  the  center  of  this  a  huge  slab  of  stone 
had  been  lifted,  revealing  a  long  and  deep  trench. 

And  bending  over  this  were  two  men,  one  holding  an 
electric  lantern  in  his  hand.  One  glance  was  enough.  It 
was  Frank  Reade,  J  r. ! 
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Of  course  his  companion  was  Griffith.  As  the  two  visi¬ 
tors  dashed  into  the  chamber  both  sprang  up. 

face  to  face  in  the  glare  of  the  electric  lantern  the  four 
stood  for  a  moment.  Of  course  recognition  was  instant. 

“Barney !”  ejaculated  Frank. 

“Jaggs !”  exclaimed  Griffith. 

“Whurroo!”  cried  Barney,  as  lie  leaped  forward  and 
fairly  embraced  Frank. 

It  was  a  happy  reunion.  . 

Of  course  explanations  were  in  quick  order.  Upon  com¬ 
ing  out  of  his  sleep,  as  we  have  seen  in  a  previous  chapter, 
to  find  himself  in  the  peristyle,  Frank  was  astounded. 

^He  sprang  up  and  glanced  about  him.  It  needed  no 
more  to  tdl  him  the  startling  truth. 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  a  sand  storm  had  again  laid  bare 
the  ruins  of  the  Temple  of  Shek.  It  was  a  wonderful  freak 
of  nature. 


He  awoke  Griffith,  and  they  excitedly  discussed  the  situa¬ 
tion.  They  walked  all  about  the  vicinity  looking  for  the 
airship. 

Griffith  was  fearful  lest  the  Osiris  had  been  demolished 
by  the  sand  storm,  but  Frank  said : 

“Have  no  fears  on  that  score.  Barney  and  Pomp  are 
both  too  shrewd  for  that.  They  would  sail  away  beyond 
the  reach  of  the  storm,  and  return  later.  Be  sure  of  that.” 

Assured  of  this,  the  spirits  of  the  two  explorers  rose 
quickly.  At  once  thfly  became  more  interested  in  their 
project. 

“We  might  as  well  occupy  our  time  looking  for  the 
treasure  of  Shek  while  we  are  waiting  for  the  airship,” 
said  Frank.  “There  is  no  doubt  but  the  elements  have 
performed  us  a  great  service.as  well  as  saving  our  lives.” 

“I'm  with  you,”  agreed  the  lieutenant;  “perhaps  we  can 
find  the  gold  before  the  Osiris  returns.” 

“We  will  trv.” 

And  this  had  resulted  in  their  resuming  the  exploration. 
The  result  we  shall  now  see. 


As  Frank  narrated  this  story  to  Barney  and  Jaggs  he 
pointed  to  the  uncovered  trench,  and  cried: 

“Look  there!” 

As  the  electric  light  flashed  into  the  trench  the  voyagers 
were  startled  bey  And  measure.  I!  was  a  most  wonderful 
spectacle. 

There  was  a  heap  of  yellow  gold  in  ingots  and  curious 
ornaments.  Certainly  a  vast  fortune  lay  there. 

The  great  treasures  of  Shek  were  found.  And  our  voy¬ 
agers  were  the  fortunate  discoverers. 

For  a  time  they  were  much  excited.  Barney  knelt  down 
and  took  up  great  handfuls  of  the  treasure. 


Then  Frank  said: 

“But  we  must  find  a  way  to  get  this  gold,  back  to  the 
airship.  Go  back,  Barney,  and  tell  Pomp,  and  also  bring 
some  baskets  from  the  airship’s  hold.  It  will  lake  a  good 
half  day’s  work  to  get  this  gold  aboard.” 

“All  roight,  sor.” 

Away  went  the  Celt. 

Frank  and  Jaggs  and  Griffith  could  do  nothing  but  gaze 
at  the  great  treasure,  and  discuss  it. 

“For  my  part,”  said  Frank.  “I  shall  claim  but  a  small 
portion.  I  am  wealthy  enough  without  it.” 

“I  will  claim  enough  to  give  the  American  Academy  of 

Sciences  a  fair  endowment,  and  also  for  the  purpose  of 

\ 

further  archaeological  research  in  Egypt,”  said  Jaggs;  “for 
myself  I  wish  none.” 

“Well,”  said  Griffith,  “  1  am  a  poor  soldier,  and,  of  course, 
money  is  of  service  to  me.  Suppose  1  ask  a  fair  compe¬ 
tence.  I  will  take  no  more.”  . 

«*  4 

“By  the  way,”  said  Frank,  with  a  shrug  of  the  shoulders, 
“I  suppose  this  treasure  rightfully  belongs  to  the  Egyptian 
Government,  does  it  not?” 

All  three  exchanged  glances. 

“Perhaps  it  would  be  well  to  divide  with  them,”  said 
Jaggs;  “it  would  certainly  be  more  legal.  I  believe  the 
Sultan  claims  three-fifths  of  all  treasure  found  in  the 
tombs.” 

Griffith  made  a  wry  face. 

“The  old  heathen  has  really  no  just  claim  upon  it,’’  he 
said.  “It  was  not  the  property  of  his  ancestors  or  of  a 
people  at  all  friendly  to  his.  T  don't  believe  I  would  con¬ 
sult  the  old  fellow’s  interest  in  the  least.” 


CHAPTER  XI. 

THE  FIGHT  AT  THE  TEMPLE. 

Frank  and  Jaggs  laughed. 

“You  have  not  a  very  exalted  opinion  of  the  Sultan," 
said  the  latter. 

“The  Sultan  really  lias  nothing  to  do  with  it.  The  Khe¬ 
dive  is  the  only  man  lo  present  a  claim.  This  gold  is  very 
near  I  he  border  of  Nubia,  anyway,  and  in  a  perfect  wilder¬ 
ness.  What  jurisdiction  Ims  Ilic  Khedive  or  his  court 
here?” 

“Well,”  said  Frank,  “there  is  certainly  logic  in  your  ar¬ 
guments.  Wc  will  decide  upon  that  point  later  on.  how¬ 
ever.  Is  il  not  about  time  for  Barney  to  return?” 


It  was  true  that  the  Celt  had  been  gone  a  long  while. 
Frank  glanced  down  the  passage. 

And  at  that  moment  a  startling  sound  came  to  the  ears 

of  all. 

It  was  the  distant  crack  of  a  rille.  Another  followed 
and  then  another. 

The  three  treasure  hunters  exchanged  startled  glances. 

“By  dove!”  exclaimed  Gritlith,  “there  is  something  up. 
Wliat  can  it  be?” 

“The  Arabs!”  exclaimed  Jaggs;  “it  must  be  the  work  of 
Baba  and  his  crew." 

“Well,"  cried  Frank,  “we  had  better  investigate  at  once. 
Come  on,  all !” 

“One  moment!"  cried  Griffith.  “Had  we  not  better 
cover  op  the  gold?" 

The  adventurers  halted. 

“You  are  right,"  agreed  Frank,  “that  is  just  what  we 
will  do.” 

They  laid  hands  upon  the  stone  slabs  and  replaced  them. 
This  hid  the  yellow  stuff  from  view. 

Then  they  started  for  the  peristyle.  A  moment  later 
they  came  out  upon  a  thrilling  scene. 

In  the  great  courtyard  there  was  a  great  body  of  horse¬ 
men.  They  seemed  to  wear  the  uniform  of  the  Egyptian 
army.  u 

“Ye  gods !”  exclaimed  Griffith:  “they  are  the  Khedive's 
men.” 

“You  are  right,”  cried  Jaggs.  “What  has  brought  them 
here?” 

But,  even  as  our  friends  looked,  they  saw  Baba  and  Ben 
Kur  mounted  in  the  front  rank.  Upon  the  floor  of  the 
courtyard  lay  three  dead  Egyptians. 

Barney  and  Pomp  were  at  the  loopholes  in  the  airship's 
sides,  and  w'ere  'endeavoring  to  hold  a  parley  with  a  fierce- 
looking  officer  on  a.  white  steed.  But  they  could  not  under¬ 
stand  the  Egyptian  tongue. 

So  the  parley  was  a  failure. 

As  the  airship  was  between  them  and  the  foe,  Frank 
Beade,  Jr.,  and  his  companions  had  no  trouble  in  getting 
aboard  without  even  being  seen.  In  a  few  moments  they 
were  in  the  cabin. 

Barney  and  Pomp  welcomed  them  with  delight,  and 
Jaggs  now  took  his  position  as  the  spokesman,  for  he  knew 
the  Egyptian  tongue  well. 

In  a  few  moments  he  was  exchanging  an  intelligible  con¬ 
versation  with  the  Egyptian  officer. 

“Who  are  you?”  asked  Jaggs. 

“I  am  Mustapba  El  I  famed,  the  Secretary-General  of  the 
Noble  Khedive  of  Egypt,”  responded  the  officer,  grandly. 


“What  do  you  upon  the  soil  of  the  followers  of  Moham¬ 
med  ?’’ 

“We  are  American  travelers,”  replied  Jaggs;  “we  are 
permitted  by  special  passports  to  conduct  explorations  in 
the  Desert  of  Mem.” 

“You  obtained  your  permit  under  misrepresentation,” 
replied  the  Secretary-General. 

“In  what  manner?”  asked  Jaggs,  with  great  coolness. 

“You  represented  yourselves  as  American  scientists,  but 
you  have  come  here  to  recover  the  treasures  of  Shek.  All 
gold  found  in  Egypt  belongs  to  the  Khedive,  my  most  noble 
lord !” 

“Not  all,  but  three-fifths,  sir,”  replied  Jaggs,  coolly. 
“You  are  a  little  bit  hasty.  Allow  that  is  our  purpose, 
what  do  you  ask  of  us?” 

“That  you  deliver  yourselves  and  your  airship  up  to  us. 
We  shall  take  you  before  the  Khedive  for  just  punishment 
as  outlaws  and  rogues.” 

“That  would  be  interesting,”  said  the  scientist  ;  “have 
you  no  better  terms  to  offer?” 

“I  have  come  here  with  the  Khedive’s  orders  to  that 
effect.  I  cannot  change  them.” 

“Well,”  said  Jaggs,  coolly,  “do  you  realize  how  difficult  it 
is  going  to  be  to  execute  those  orders?” 

“What!  do  you  defy  the  Khedive?” 

“One  question  before  I  make  reply.  How  did  the  Khe¬ 
dive  .know  that  we  had  come  into  this  desert  to  search  for 
the  treasures  of  Shek?” 

“Ah,  it  was  through  this  noble  rascal,  Baba.  A  faithful 
slave  of  the  Khedive’s,  one  Khaled,  did  discover  that  Baba 
had  certain  papyrus  scripts  of  great  value  on  his  person. 
Thereupon  he  adroitly  secured  them  by  stealth,  and  like 
the  faithful  servant  that  he  was,  took  them  to  the  Khedive. 
For  which  he  will  sit  a  noble  in  the  Khedive’s  court,  if  the 
gold  is  recovered !” 

Baba’s  face  was  seen  to  be  pale  and  set.  This  was  fear¬ 
ful  judgment  upon  him,  for  once  brought  before  the  Khe¬ 
dive,  his  head  would  pay  for  his  duplicity. 

Ben  Kur  was  in  the  same  scrape,  but  his  courage  was 
greater  than  Baba’s,  for  he  said : 

“May  the  curse  of  Allah  rest  upon  the  traitor!”  - 

“Silence!”  cried  El  Hamed,  angrily.  “Now,  Effendi, 
you  know  the  whole -story.  You  must  surrender.  As  you 
are  foreigners,  it  is  likely  that  the  Khedive,  will -be  merciful 
to  you,  provided  you  surrender  your  airship  to  him  aud 
leave  the  country.” 

Jaggs  communicated  all  this  to  Frank,  who  laughed,  and 
said: 

“Tell  him  that  he  is  barking  up  the  wrong  tree.  I  have 
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no  idea  of  surrendering  to  him.  We  will  deliver  to  him 
the  Khedive's  three-fifths  of  the  treasure.  These  are  our 
only  terms.” 

“Has  not  retribution  nobly  overtaken  the  murderer. 
Baba?”  said  Jaggs;  “he  is  sure  to  die!” 

“And  he  deserves  it!” 

“  Certainly.” 

El  Hamed  was  furious  when  Jaggs  made  his  reply.  He 
raised  himself  in  his  saddle,  and  shouted: 

“  Death  to  the  invaders !  May  the  curse  of  the  Prophet 
rest  upon  them !” 

Then  the  entire  cavalcade  fired  a  volley  at  the  airship. 
But  the  bullets  did  no  harm. 

Frank  was  in  the  pilothouse.  For  a  moment  he  was 
undecided  what  move  to  make. 

He  disliked  extremely  the  idea  of  slaughtering  any  of 
the  Arabs.  But  yet  he  saw  no  other  way. 

If  they  should  once  enter  the  temple  they  would  be  sure 
to  find  the  gold,  and  that  they  would  confiscate  all  of  it 
there  was  no  doubt. 

“Begorra,  Misther  Frank,”  cried  Barney,  “shall  we  give 
it  to  thim  back  again?” 

“Wait  a  bit,”  said  Frank. 

But  the  words  had  hardly  left  his  lips  when  they  came 
forward  at  the  full  charge.  With  wild  yells  and  the  dis-' 
charge  of  firearms,  they  rode  down  upon  the  airship. 

Barney  and  Pomp  did  not  wait  for  orders,  but  blazed 
away.  However,  their  fire  was  but  a  drop  in  the  bucket. 

It  did  not  have  any  effect  upon  the  foe.  Frank  saw  that 
if  the  weight  of  the  cavalcade  struck  the  airship,  some 
harm  might  be  done. 

So  he  made  quick  action  to  guard  against  this. 

Quick  as  a  flash  he  pressed  the  heliee  lever,  and  the  air¬ 
ship  rose  about  twenty  feet.  The  array  of  charging  horse¬ 
men  thus  went  under  it. 

Their  astonishment  and  chagrin  was  great.  Like  a 
surging  mass  of  angry  fiends  they  swirled  under  the  ship  s 
hull. 

Frank  now  decided  upon  a  decisive  move.  He  saw  at 
once  that  the  only  remedy  which  could  he  employed  was  a 
drastic  one. 

So  he  took  a  dynamite  bomb  from  the  locker,  and  stepped 
out  on  deck.  He  hurled  it  into  the  verge  of  the  throng. 


But  as  h*  did  so,  his  foot  slipped  unwittingly.  The  bomb 
did  not  go  as  far  as  Frank  intended. 

It  exploded  with  terrific  force.  The  effect  was  most 
startling. 

And,  in  fact,  it  proved  as  disastrous  to  the  airship  as  to 
the  Arabs. 

There  was  a  roar  like  artillery.  The  air  was  filled  with 
flame  and  flying  debris. 

More  than  this,  one  of  the  great  columns  of  the  peris¬ 
tyle  was  shattered,  and  a  huge  fragment  was  hurled  against 
the  airship’s  hull. 

As  it  struck  the  Osiris,  just  under  the  pilot-house  and 
by  the  engine-room,  our  adventurers  were  all  thrown  from 
their  f»et,  and  the  airship  reeled  and  swayed. 

Then  it  sank  down  right  among  the  struggling  array  of 
horsemen.  The  effect  upon  them  was  terrifying. 

They  scattered  madly  in  all  directions,  so  that  the  court 
was  clear.  Riderless  horses  swept  out  over  the  desert,  and 
woundad  and  dead  men  were  scattered  about. 

It  was  a  sweeping  victory  for  the  aerial  voyagers,  so  far 
as  that  went. 

In  another  respect  it  was  a  disaster. 

For  when  Frank  pressed  the  lever  to  raise  the  airship 
again,  to  his  horror  he  found  that  it  would  not  respond. 

“My  soul !”  he  gasped,  “the  machinery  is  ruined !” 

His  words  were  heard  by  the  others.  For  a  moment  an 
appalling  sense  of  doom  fell  upon  all. 

Then  Frank  sprang  down  into  the  engine-room.  He 
found  that  the  electrical  machinery  was  indeed  out  of  order. 

Whether  it  could  be  repaired  or  not,  he  could  not  at  that 
moment  tell.  v  . 

He  only  made  a  cursory  examination. 

Then  he  returned  to  the  deck. 

There  was  enough  here  to  claim  his  best  efforts  for  a 
time.  The  Khedive’s  guard  had  reformed,  and  seemed 
about  to  renew  the  attack. 

But  the  aerial  voyagers  now  opened  deadly  fire  with  their 
Winchesters. 

Nothing  could  live  in  the  teeth  of  it. 

The  American  gif  ns  were  superior  to  the  weapons  of  the  || 
Arabs.  The  latter  were  driven  back. 

The  Osiris  thus  far  held  the  field,  but  the  aerial  voyagers>W 
now  became  aware  of  one  dampening  fact.  j 
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They  could  not  prevent  the  Arabs  from  invading  tin 
I  temple.  They  could  gain  admittance  safely  on  the  other 
j  side,  and  were  even  now  ransacking  it. 

The  main  body,  under  El  Hamed,  fortified  themselves 
behind  embankments  of  sand,  and  returned  the  fire  of  the 
airship.  Of  course  the  aerial  voyagers  could  not  venture 
from  the  cabin.  ^ 

Frank  exchanged  glances  with  Griffith  and  Jaggs. 

“I  fear  the  gold  of  Shek  will  never  be  ours,”  he  said. 

‘‘It  looks  that  way,”  said  Griffith  dismally.  “I  never  yet 
aspired  to  a  fortune  that  1  did  not  lose  it.” 

I  “It  is  possible  that  they  may  not  find  the  gold,”  declared 
Jaggs. 

“But  not  likely,”  said  Frank.  “Ah,  do  you  hear  that?” 
A  great  uproar  came  from  beyond  the  solid  walls  of  the 
temple.  It  spread  to  the  embankment,  and  soldiers  were 
seen  to  thrown  down  their  arms  and  rush  to  enter. 

This  was  evidence  enough  that  the  treasure  had  been 
found  and  that  it  was  being  confiscated.  The  sensations 
of  our  voyagers  can  be  imagined. 

Griffith  chafed  like  a  lion  in  its  cage. 

“Confound  that  fragment  of  stone,”  he  cried,  “if  that 
had  not  struck  us,  we  should  be  all  right  now,  and  could 
give  them  a  sound  thrashing.” 

“We  cannot  help  it  now,”  said  Frank.  “What  can't  be 
cured  must  be  endured.” 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Jaggs,  “but  is  there  no  hope  of 
repairing  the  broken  machinery  in  time  to  do  something?” 
1  “We  will  try.”  said  Frank. 

The  young  inventor  went  down  into  the  engine-room. 
He  soon  gave  out  an  encouraging  report. 

“Yes,”  he  said.  “The  breakage  can  be  repaired  and  the 
airship  will  be  all  right  in  twelve  hours  or  a  little  more.” 

This  was  a  source  of  much  satisfaction.  But  already 
the  Egyptian  day  was  drawing  to  its  close. 


The  searchlight,  of  course,  continually  swept  a  wide 
radius  about  the  airship,  and  prevented  the  possibility 
of  a  sudden  attack. 

But  there  proved  to  be  little  likelihood  of  this. 

The  voyagers  might  rest  secure.  The  Khgdivc’s  men 
were  dividing  the  gold  ol  Shek,  and  cared  little  about 
molesting  the  aerial  voyagers. 

Jaggs  and  Griffith  had  brought  some  of  the  yellow  ingots 
back  to  the  airship  with  them.  This  was  destined  to  be 
their  only  share  of  the  Egyptian  god’s  treasure. 

The  Arabs  seemed  to  have  become  frenzied  with  the  dis¬ 
covery  of  the  treasure.  They  could  be  heard  howling, 
shouting  and  quarreling. 

Frank  smiled  grimly. 

“It  may  prove  a  boomerang  for  them,”  he  declared.  “I 
tell  you  nothing  inflames  human  passions  like  gold!” 

“That  is  true,”  agreed  Jaggs;  “there  is  no  telling  how 
it  may  all  end.” 

“By  Jove!”  cried  Griffith,  “I  hope  they  will  all  cut  each 
,  other’s  throats  and  leave  the  gold  to  us !” 

“Bad  cess  to  it,”  cried  Barney,  “there’d  be  no  luck  in  it, 
thin !” 

“You  are  right,”  said  Frank.  “I  should  regard  it  as  al¬ 
most  accursed.” 

The  young  inventor  worked  away  steadily  on  the  broken 
machinery.  He  made  an  important  announcement. 

“We  shall  be  able  to  sail  again  by  to-morrow  noon,”  he 
said. 

“Then — woe  to  thp  Khedive’s  cutthroats,”  said  Griffith. 
r“They  will  be  far  from  here  by  that  time,”  said  Frank; 
“see,  they  are  moving  even  now.” 

By  the  radiance  of  the  searchlight  this  could  be  seen  to 
be  a  fact.  They  were  saddling  their  horses. 

The  gold  had  been  divided.  There  was  no  intention  of 
bestowing  it  upon  the  Khedive.  Every  man  had  his  share, 
and  henceforth  they  were  to  become  outlaws.  This  was  in 
accordance  with  true  Mussulman  spirit. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


THE  EKD. 


Griffith  chafed  incessantly.  He  wanted  to  strike  the 
rogues  a  blowr. 


While  Frank  was  at  work  in  the  engine-room  the  dark- 
mess  increased.  And  those  who  have  not  seen  the  darkness 
°f  Egypt  know  little  about  darkness.  , 


But  before  midnight  an  important  discovery  was  made, 
which  changed  the  complexion'of  everything  Thus  far  the 
gold  of  Shek  had  not  been  critically,  examined. 

Beyond  the  fact  that  it  was  yellow  and  heavy,  there  was 
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nothing  to  prove  its  real  value.  Jaggs  bethought  himself  “Begorra,  they’ve  nobody  to  blame  but  thimselves,”  de- 
suddenly  of  this.  clared  Barney. 


And  at  once,  with  that  peculiar  propensity  for  satisfying 
his  mind  upon  all  points,  the  scientist  fell  to  examining  the 
metal.  * 


“Golly,  dat  am  poor  consolation  fo’  dem  !” 

Everybody  laughed  at  this,  and  all  were  at  once  placed 
in  a  better  humor. 


To  all  outward  appearance  it  was  as  true  gold  as  could 
be  desired.  Yet  to  the  keen  old  man  the  weight  seemed 
false. 

He  tried  several  tests,  one  infallible  one  with  chemicals. 
It  was  then  that  a  startling  discovery  was  made. 

Suddenly  Jaggs  appeared  in  the  cabin  where  the  others 
were,  with  an  astounding  declaration. 

“My  friends,"  he  said,  “we  have  made  an  astounding 
pack  of  fools  of  ourselves!” 

“What  do  you  mean?”  asked  Frank,  sharply. 

“Just  this:  the  gold  of  Shek  is  not  gold  at  all,  but  sim¬ 
ply  a  very  line  quality  of  brass.” 

For  a  moment  a  pin  could  have  been  heard  to  drop. 
Then  Griffith  gave  a  gasping  cry: 

“Jove!  Do  you  mean  that?”  , 

“Every  word  of  it,”  replied  the  aged  scientist;  “here  is 
the  infallible  test.  You  can  try  it  for  yourselves.” 

“Then  if  we  have  made  fools  of  ourselves,  those  chaps  out 
there  are  doing  the  same?” 

“Exactly.” 

That  the  treasure  of  Shek  was  not  gold,  but  brass,  was  a 
tremendous  discovery.  The  voyagers  were,  for  a  time,  lit¬ 
erally  “struck  in  a  heap,”  to  use  a  slang  phrase. 

However,  they  did  not  feel  in  duty  or  honor  bound  to 
apprise  the  Arabs  of  this  fact. 

“They  will  find  it  out  when  they  try  to  dispose  of  it  in 
Cairo,”  said  Jaggs.  “It  will  be  a  surprise  to  them.” 

“Indeed,  I  should  sav  so.” 

“All  is  not  gold  that  glitters!” 

“Well,”  said  Frank,  “for  my  part  I  care  very  little.” 

“And  I  have  no  compunctions  beyond  the  loss  to  the 
Archaeological  Society,  and  the  fact  that,  my  dear  friend, 
Dinglcy,  was  killed  for  this  worthless  heap  of  brass. 

“That  was  awful.”  said  Griffith.  “On  the  whole,  wealth 
does  not  procure  all  (hat  is  desirable  in  life.  I  actually  pity 
those  poor  fools  of  \rabs.  I  hev  have  deserted  the  Khedive, 
and  they  will  all  be  broken  or  hanged  when  he  catches 
them.” 


There  was  certainly  no  use  in  crying  over  milk  that  was 
spilled  and  gone. 

Frank  went,  back  to  work  upon  bis  machinery.  In  the 
meantime  the  Arabs  decamped  with  their  worthless  spoil. 

Before  morning  the  sounds  of  wrangling  aud  quarreling 
had  died  out,  and  the  vicinity  was  quiet.  A  number  of 
jackals  even  ventured  to  come  howling  to  the  temple. 

And  they  found  fattening  food,  for  the  bodies  of  fully  a 
dozen  of  the  Arabs  were  lying  above  ground.  It  was  a 
sickening  spectacle,  and  impelled  Barney  and  Pomp  to  em¬ 
ploy  their  rifles  in  keeping  them  away  as  well  as  they  could. 

As  Frank  had  predicted,  at  just  about  the  hour  of  noon 
he  succeeded  in  getting  the  machinery  of  the  airship  fully 
repaired.  Then  uo  time  was  lost  in  getting  under  way. 

There  was  no  r.easou  now  for  lingering  longer  in  the 
White  Desert  of  Mem,  or  about  the  temples  of  Shek. 

Frank  was  desirous  of  visiting  Cairo  and  Suez,  and  this 
would  complete  his  Egyptian  trip. 

Griffith  was  not  sorry  to  think  of  getting  back  to  Eng¬ 
land.  As  for  Jaggs,  his  mission  in  Egypt  had  been  only 
partly  accomplished. 

The  rascally  Baba  was  still  beyond  the.  pale  of  justice. 
To  bring  him  to  punishment  was  the  scientist’s  keen  desire. 

But  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  said  : 

“Don't,  lose  courage,  Jaggs.  Wc  may  overtake  him  on 
the  way  back  to  Cairo,  and  if  we  do,  we  will  avenge  Pro¬ 
fessor  Dinglev  in  short  order.”. 

“I  see  no  reason  why  he  should  be  spared!” 

“None  whatever.” 

The  Osiris  sailed  for  the  mountain  range  bordering  the 
White  Desert,  but  as  they  proceeded,  the  trail  of  tin*  plun¬ 
dering  Arabs  could  be  seen. 

'They  had  become  consumed  with  the  idea  that  they  must 
get  out  of  the  desert  as  quickly  as  possible. 

Hugging  their  worthless  gold,  they  bad  ridden  in  small 

bodies  swiftly  into  the  hills.  But  arrived  there,  like  the 

% 

human  vultures  they  were,  they  had  yielded  to  the  impulse 
to  add  lo  their  ill-gotten  spoil.   | ^ 
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So  it  was  made  up  that  one  hand  under  El  Hamed  should 
waylay  the  others  and,  roh  them.  Hen  Kur  and  a  half 
hundred  of  the  robbers  were  Unis  sat  upon. 

And  when  the  airship  reached  the  hills  it  was  to  find  the 
wretches  engaged  in  deadly  combat. 

Ben  Kur  and  Ids  followers  were  wedged  among  some 
rocks  and  madly  defending  themselves  against  the  followers 
of  El  Earned. 

Tooth  and  nail  the  Arab  followers  were  fighting,  nor  did 
they  desist  when  the  airship  appeared. 

“By  Jove!”  exclaimed  Griffith ;  “look  at  them  eat  each 
other  up!  What  better  fate-  could  overtake  them?” 

Suddenly  one  man  was  seen  to  separate  himself  from 
Ben  Kur's  ranks  and  sneak  away  into  the  fastnesses.  He 
carried  a  bag  of  the  gold,  and  ran  as  fast  as  his  legs  could 
carry  him. 

“Look  at  that  cowardly  dog!”  cried  Griffith;  “he  has 
basely  deserted  his  comrades !” 

“He  has  some  of  the  gold  with  him.” 

Then  Jaggs  gave  a  great  cry. 

“.Shades  of  Caesar!”  he  cried,  “do  you  not  recognize  that 
scamp?” 

“What?”  cried  Frank. 

“It  is  Baba,  the  murderer!” 

Frank  leveled  his  glass  at  the  fleeing  wretch.  He  saw 
instantly  that  this  was  true. 

“Barney,”  he  shouted,  “start  after  that  fellow.  We 
must  catch  him.” 

The  Celt  needed  no  further  bidding.  At  once  he  started 
the  airship  in  pursuit.  Down  the  mountain  side  ran  Baba. 

Once  he  looked  up  and  saw  the  airship  following  him. 
Terror  seized  upon  the  wretch. 

He  dodged  here  and  there,  looking  for  a  hiding  place. 
But  no  friendly  cavern  was  at  hand. 

He  hugged  the  bag  of  gold  and  ran  shrieking  on.  The 
wretch  knew  that  his  end  was  near. 

With  pale,  set  features,  Jaggs  was  in  the  airship’s  how 
with  a  rifle.  He  could  easily  have  picked  the  fellow  off. 

Down  swooped  the  airship  like  a  bird  of  prey.  Now  it 
was  within  a  hundred  feet  of  the  murderer. 

“Baba,”  shouted  Jaggs,  “stop  where  von  are,  or  T  will 
shoot  you  dead.  Surrender,  and  von  shall  be  taken  to 
America  and  given  a  fair  trial,” 


Fora  moment  the  wretch  wavered.  Death  was  over  him 
in  any  case. 

He  adopted  the  wisest  plan  and  stopped.  He  dropped 
his  bag  of  gold,  and  falling  upon  his  knees,  began  to  beg 
for  his  life. 

Tlris  won  him  the  contempt  of  all.  As  the  airship  set¬ 
tled  down  upon  the  sands,  Frank  cried: 

“Overboard,  Barney,  and  secure  him.” 

Over  the  rail  leaped  the  Celt.  He  had  stfel  manacles, 
which  he  slipped  on  Baba’s  wrists.  Then  the  wretch  was 
brought  aboard  the  airship. 

His  jig  was  up.  His  course  was  run.  He  knew  it,  and 
ceased  begging  for  his  life,  Becoming  sullen  and  still. 

He  was  placed  in  one  of  the  staterooms  and  closely 
guarded.  Then  the  airship  once  more  rose  aloft. 

There  was  no  desire  on  the  part  of  any  fo  witness  fur¬ 
ther  the  strife  in  the  pass.  So  the  airship  sailed  away  to 
the  north. 

A  few  days  later  it  passed  over  Cairo  and  then  made  for 
the  Red  Sea.  Thence  it  sailed  to  Suez. 

No  landing  was  made  anywhere.  Frank  had  decided 
upon  his  best  move. 

“I  have  had  enough  of  Egypt,”  he  said;  “let  us  sail  for 
home.  What  say  all  of  you  ?” 

“1  am  more  than  willing,”  declared  Jaggs:  “the  sooner 
I  reach  New  York,  the  sooner  this  wretch  will  be  brought 
to  his  deserts.” 

“For  mv  part,”  said  Griffith,  “I  have  a  proposal  to 
make.” 

“What  is  it?” 

“]  have  always  had  a  keen  desire  to  visit  America.  May 
I  not  accompany  you  ?” 

“You  may,  with  pleasure,”  replied  Frank.  “I  will  wel¬ 
come  you  to  Readestown.” 

So  the  matter  was  settled. 

The  Osiris  crossed  the  Mediterranean  to  the  southern 
coast  of  Spain,  and  thence  over  the  Pyrenees  to  the  Bav 
of  Biscay. 

Then  out  across  the  broad  Allantic  the  course- was  set. 
Soon  European  shores  faded  from  view. 

Homeward  bound  !  It  was  a  magic  word  ;  and  all  were 
glad  when  at  length  old  Sandy  Hook  came  into  view,  and 
they  knew  that  home  was  but  a  little  way  beyond. 
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This,  dear  reader,  draws  our  story  to  its  end.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that  the  murder  of  Dingley  was  proven  against  Baba, 
and  the  wretch  was  hanged.  Thus  Jaggs  avenged  his 
friend. 

The  doctor  went  back  to  his  scientific  studies.  Griffith 
fell  in  love  with  America,  resigned  from  the  British  serv¬ 
ice,  and  marrying  a  trim  Yankee  girl,  settled  down  in  the 
land  of  the  free. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  Barney  and  Pomp,  with  the  Osiris, 


went  hack  to  Readestown.  There  we  will  leave  them  for 
the  present,  and  wish  the  reader  a  hasty  Au  Revoir. 

THE  END. 
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35  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Big  Divide  ;  or,  The  Raid  of  the  Rene¬ 

gades. 

36  Young  Wild  West's  Million  in  Gold;  or,  The  Boss  Boy  of  Boulder. 

37  Young  Wild  West  Kuuuing  the  Gantlet;  or.  The  Pawnee  Chief’s 

I.ast  Shot. 

33  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Cowboys;  or,  A  Hot  Time  on  the 
Prairie. 

39  Young  Wild  West’s  Rougu  Riders ;  or,  The  Rose  Bud  of  the 

Rockies. 

40  Young  Wild  West's  Dash  for  Life ;  or,  A  Ride  that  Saved  a 

Town. 

41  Young  Wild  West’s  Big  Pan  Out:  or,  The  Battle  for  a  Sliver  Mine. 

42  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Charmed  Arrow  ;  or,  The  White  Lily  of 

the  Kiowas. 

43  Young  Wild  West’s  Great  Round  Up;  or,  Corraling  the  Ranch 
«  Raiders. 

44  Young  Wild  West's  Rifle  Rangers;  or,  Trailing  a  Bandit  King. 

45  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Russian  Duke ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  on 

Mountain  and  Plain. 

46  Young  Wild  West  on  the  Rio  Grande;  or,  Trapping  the  Mexican 

Coiners. 

>7  Youug  Wild  West  and  Sitting  Bull ;  or,  Saving  a  Troop  of  Cavalry. 

48  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Texas  Trailers;  or,  Roping  in  the  Horse 

Thieves. 

49  Youug  Wild  West’s  Whirlwind  Riders;  or.  Chasing  the  Border 

Thugs 

60  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Danites ;  or.  Arietta’s  Great  Peril. 

51  Young  Wild  West  in  the  Shadow  of  Death  ;  or,  Saved  by  a  Red 

Man’s  Bullet. 

52  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Arizona  Boomers ;  or,  The  Bad  Men 

of  Bullet  Bar. 

53  Young  Wild  West  After  the  Clai m- Jumpers ;  or,  Taming  a  Tough 

Town. 

54  Young  Wild  West  and  the  Prairie  Pearl ;  or,  The  Mystery  of  No 

Man’s  Ranch. 

55  Young  Wild  West  on  a  Crooked  Trail ;  or,  Lost  on  the  Alkali 

Desert 

66  Yeung  Wild  West  and  the  Broken  Bowie;  or,  The  Outlaws  of 
Yellow  I-'ork 

57  Young  Wild  West’s  Running  Fight ;  or.  Trapping  the  Reds  and 

Renegades. 

58  Young  Wild  West  and  His  Dead. Shot  Band;  or,  the  Smugglers 

of  the  Cauadian  Border. 

»9  Young  Wild  West’s  Blind  Ride ;  or.  The  Treasure  Trove  of  the 
Yellowstone. 

60  Youug  Wild  West  and  the  Vigilantes;  or,  Thinning  Out  a  Hard 
Crowd. 
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Young  Wild  West  on  a  Crimson  Trail ;  or.  Arietta  Among  the 
Apaches. 

Young  Wild <■  West  and  "Gilt  Edge  GU";  or,  Touching  up  the 
Sharpers. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Reckless  Riders ;  or,  After  the  Train  Wreck¬ 
ers. 

Young  Wild  West  at  Keno  Gulch  ;  or,  The  Game  That  Was  Never 
Played. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Man  from  the  East ;  or,  The  Luck  that 
Found  the  Lost  Lode. 

Young  Wild  West  In  the  Grand  Canyon ;  or,  A  Finish  Fight  With 
Outlaws. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  “Wyoming  Wolves’’ ;  or,  Arietta's  Won¬ 
derful  Nerve. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Dangerous  Deal ;  or,  The  Plot  to  Flood  a  Silver 
Mine. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Purple  Plumes;  or,  Cheyenne  Charlie'* 
Close  Call. 

Youug  Wild  West  at  “Coyote  Camp”  ;  or,  Spoiling  a  Lynching  Bee. 

Young  Wild  West  the  Lasso  King;  or,  The  Crooked  Gang  of 
“Straight”  Ranch. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Game  of  Chance ;  or,  Saved  by  Arietta. 

Young  Wild  West  and  "Cayuse  Kitty  ;  or.  The  Queen  of  the  Bron¬ 
cho  Busters. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Steady  Hand ;  or,  The  Shot  that  Made  a 
Million. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Piute  Princess ;  or.  The  Trail  that  Led 
to  the  Lost  Land. 

Young  Wild  West's  Cowboy  Carnival ;  or.  The  Roundup  at  Roar¬ 
ing  Ranch. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Girl  In  Green  ;  or,  A  Lively  Time  at  Sli¬ 
ver  Plume. 

Young  Wild  West's  Long-Range  Shot ;  or.  Arietta's  Ride  for  Life. 

Young  Wild  West  and  the  Stranded  Show  ;  or,  Waking  the  Prairie 
Pilgrims. 

Young  Wild  West's  Life  at  Stake ;  or,  The  Strategy  qf  Arietta 

Young  Wild  West's  Prairie  Pioneers ;  or,  Fighting  the  Way  to  the 
Golden  Loop. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Nevada  Nan ;  or,  The  Wild  Girl  of  the 
Sierras. 

Young  Wild  West  in  the  Bad  Lands ;  or,  Hemmed  In  by  Redskins 

Young  Wild  West  at  Nugget  Flats  ;  or,  Arietta's  Streak  of  Luck 

Young  Wild  West’s  Grizzly  Hunt;  or.  The  Rival  Rangers  of  the 
Rockies. 

Young  Wild  West’s  Buckskin  Brigade;  or.  Helping  the  Cavalry¬ 
men. 

Young  Wild  West  at  Magic  Mark;  or.  Showing  Them  how  to  Run 
the  Camp. 

Young  Wild  West's  Due!  With  Death ;  or,  Arietta  to  the  Rescue 
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MESMERISM. 

No.  81.  HOW  TO  MESMERIZE. — Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  mesmerism ;  also  how  to  cure  all  kinds  of 
diseases  by  animal  magnetism,  or,  magnetic  healing.  By  I’rof.  Leo 
Hugo  Koch,  A.  C.  S.,  author  of  “How  to  Hypnotize,"  etc. 

PALMISTRY. 

No.  82.  HOW  TO  DO  PALMISTRY. — Containing  the  most  ap¬ 
proved  methods  of  reading  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with 
a  full  explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explaining  phrenology, 
and  the  key  for  telling  character  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  By 
Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A,  C.  S.  Fully  illustrated. 

HYPNOTISM. 

No.  83.  HOW  TO  HYPNOTIZE.— Containing  valuable  and  in¬ 
structive  information  regarding  the  science  of  hyphotism.  Also 
explaining  the  most  approved  methods  which  are  employed  by  the 
leading  hypnotists  of  the  world.  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch,  A.C.S. 

SPORTING. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  HUNT  AND  FISH.— The  most  complete 
hunting  and  fishing  guide  ever  published.  It  contain*  full  in¬ 
structions  about  guns,  hunting  dogs,  traps,  trapping  and  fishing, 
together  with  descriptions  of  game  and  fish. 

No.  26.  HOW  TO  ROW,  SAIL  AND  BUILD  A  BOAT— Fully 
illustrated.  Every  boy  should  know  how  to  row  and  sail  a  boat. 
Full  instructions  are  given  in  this  little  book,  together  with  in¬ 
structions  on  swimming  and  riding,  companion  sports  to  boating. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND  DRIVE  A  HORSE.— 
A  complete  treatise  on  the  horse.  Describing  the  most  uteful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road ;  also  valuable  recipes  for 
diseases  peculiar  to  the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL  CANOES— A  handy 
book  for  boys,  containing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes 
and  the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them.  Fully  illustrated. 
By  G.  Stansfield  Hicks. 

FORTUNE  TELLING. 

No.  1.  NAPOLEON’S  ORACULUM  AND  DREAM  BOOK.— 
Containing  the  great  oracle  of  human  destiny :  also  the  true  mean¬ 
ing  of  almost  any  kind  of  dreams,  together  with  charms,  ceremonies, 
and  curious  games  of  cards.  A  complete  book. 

No.  23.  HOW  TO  EXPLAIN  DREAMS.— Everybody  dreams, 
from  the  little  child  to  the  aged  man  and  woman.  This  little  book 
gives  the  explanation  to  all  kinds  of  dreams,  together  with  lucky 
and  unlucky  da  vs,  and  “Napoleon’s  Oraculum,”  the  book  of  fate. 

No.  28.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES.— Everyone  is  desirous  of 
knowing  what  his  future  life  will  bring  forth,  whether  happiness  or 
misery,  wealth  or  poverty.  You  can  tell  by  a  glance  at  this  little 
book.  Buy  one  and  be  convinced.  Tell  your  own  fortune.  Tell 
the  fortune  of  vour  friends.  >  _  _  _ 

No  76 .HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY  THE  HAND.- 
Containing  rules  for  telling  fortunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand, 
or  the  seeret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of  telling  future  events 
by  aid  of  moles,  marks,  scars,  etc.  Illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ATHLETIC. 

No  6  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ATHLETE.— Giving  full  in¬ 
struction  for  the  use  of  dumb  bells,  Indian  clubs,  parallel  bars, 
horizontal  bars  and  various  other  methods  of  developing  a  good, 
healthy  muscle;  containing  over  sixty  illustrations.  Every  boy  can 
become  strong  and  healthy  by  following  the  instructions  contained 

No*  1()' HOW  TO  BOX.— The  art  of  self-defense  made  easy. 
Containing  over  thirty  illustrations  of  guards,  blows,  and  the  differ¬ 
ent  $it‘n"^  a  gi-d  boxer.  Every  hoy  should  obtain  one  of 
these  useful  and  instructive  books,  as  It  will  teach  you  how  to  box 
without  an  inatrurtor. 

No  nr.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  GYMNAST.— Containing  full 
Instructions  for  all  kinds  of  gymnastic  aporta  and  athletic  exercise*. 
Embracing  thirty  five  Illustrations.  By  Professor  W.  Macdonald. 

A  N"on,1T»*IHmv'll,nt’l<FENCE.— Containing  full  instruction  for 
fencing' and  the  use  of  the  broadsword;  nlso  instruction  in  archery. 
Described  with  twenty-one  practical  Illustrations,  giving  tbs  beat 
positions  in  fencing.  A  complete  book. 

TRICKS  WITH  CARDS. 

No  61  now  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.-Containlng 
explanations  <.f  the  general  principle*  of  slelght-of  hand  applicable 
toward  iri-  ks  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary  cards,  aud  not  requiring 
Sleight  of  hand  ;  of  tricks  mvolving  sleight  of  hand,  or  the  use  of 
specially  prepared  cards.  By  I  rofessur  Uaffner.  1 1 1  not  rated. 


No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— Em¬ 
bracing  all  of  the  latest  and  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  il¬ 
lustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  77.  HOW  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS  WITH  CARDS.— 
Containing  deceptive  Card  Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurors 
and  magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement.  Fully  illustrated.* 

MAGIC. 

No.  2.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS. — The  great  book  of  magic  and 
card  tricks,  containing  full  instruction  on  all  the  leading  card  tricks 
of  the  day,  also  the  most  popular  magical  illusions  as  performed  by 
our  leading  magicians ;  every  boy  should  obtain  a  copy  of  this  book, 
as  it  will  both  amuse  and  instruct. 

No.  22.  HOW  TO  DO  SECOND  SIGHT. — Heller’s  second  sight 
explained  by  his  former  assistant,  Fred  Hunt,  Jr.  Explaining  how 
the  seeret  dialogues  were  carried  on  between  the  magician  and  the 
boy  on  the  stage ;  also  giving  all  the  codes  and  signals.  The  only 
authentic  explanation  of  second  sight. 

No.  43.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  MAGICIAN.— Containing  the 
grandest  assortment  of  magical  illusions  ever  placed  before  the 
public.  Also  tricks  with  cards,  incantations,  etc. 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  over 
one  hundred  highly  amusing  and  instructive  tricks  with  chemicals 
By  A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  69.  HOW  TO  DO  SLEIGHT  OF  HAND— Containing  over 
fifty  of  the  latest  and  best  tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  contain¬ 
ing  the  secret  of  second  sight.  Ehlly  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  70.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS.— Containing  full 
directions  for  making  Magic  Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  73.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH  NUMBERS— Showing 
many  curious  tricks  with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By  A. 
Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  75.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  CONJUROR.  —  Containing 
tricks  with  Dominos,  Dice,  Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing 
thirty-six  illustrations.  Bv  A.  Anderson. 

No.  78.  HOW  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART.— Containing  a  com¬ 
plete  description  of  the  mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight  of  Hand, 
together  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By  A.  Anderson. 
Illustrated. 

MECHANICAL. 

No.  29.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  INVENTOR.— Every  boy 
should  know  how  inventions  originated.  This  book  explains  them 
all,  giving  examples  in  electricity,  hydraulics,  magnetism,  optics, 
pneumatics,  mechanics,  etc.  The  most  instructive  book  published 

No.  56.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ENGINEER.— Containing  full 
instructions  how  to  proceed  in  order  to  become  a  locomotive  en 
gineer;  also  directions  for  building  a  model  locomotive;  together 
with  a  full  description  of  everything  an  engineer  should  know. 

No.  57.  HOW  TO  MAKE  MUSICAL  INSTRUMENTS.— Full 
directions  how  to  make  a  Banjo,  Violin,  Zither.  .EoliaD  Harp,  Xylo¬ 
phone  and  other  musical  instruments;  together  with  a  brief  de¬ 
scription  of  nearly  every  musical  instrument  used  iu  ancient  or 
modern  times.  Profusely  illustrated.  By  Algernon  S.  Fitzgerald, 
for  twenty  years  bandmaster  of  the  Roval  Bengal  Marines. 

No.  59.  HOW  TQ  MAKE  A  MAGIC  LANTERN.  -Containing 
a  description  of  the  lantern,  together  with  its  history  and  invention 
Also  full  directions  for  Its  use  and  for  painting  slides.  Handsomtly 
illustrated.  By  John  Allen. 

No.  71.  HOW  TO  DO  MECHANICAL  TRICKS— Containing 
complete  instructions  for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
By  A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

LETTER  WRITING. 

No.  11.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LOVE  LETTERS.— A  most  com 
plete  little  hook,  containing  full  directions  for  writing  love-letters, 
and  when  to  use  them,  giving  specimen  letters  for  vounf  and  old. 

No.  12.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  LADIES— Giving 
complete  instructions  for  writing  letters  to  ladies  on  all  subjects; 
also  letiers  of  introduction,  notes  ami  request*. 

No.  21.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  TO  GENTLEMEN 
Containing  full  directions  for  writing  to  gentlemen  on  ail  subject* 
also  giving  sample  letters  for  instruction.  , 

No.  53.  1IOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS. — A  wonderful  lit* 
I sx.ii.  telling  you  how  to  writ*  to  your  sweetheart,  your  fatbei. 
mother,  sister,  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  every  body  and  any 
body  you  wish  to  write  to.  Every  young  man  and  every  young 
Indy  iu  (he  Inmt  should  have  this  book. 

No.  74  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS  CORRECTLY— Con 
laining  full  instruction!  for  writing  letters  oo  almost  any  IWj*. 
also  rule*  for  puuctuatioo  and  composition, •  with  apecimtn  letter* 


THE  STAGE. 

No.  41.  THE)  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  END  MEN'S  JOKE 
.  BOOK.— Containing  a  great  variety  of  the  latest  jokes  used  by  the 
pott  famous  end  men.  No  amateur  minstrels  is  complete  without 
this  wonderful  little  book. 

No.  42.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  STUMP  SPEAKER.— 
Containing  a  varied  assortment  of  stump  speeches,  Negro.  Dutch 
,  gud  Irish.  Also  end  mens  jokes.  Just  the  thing  for  home  amuse¬ 
ment  and  amateur  shows. 

No.  45.  THE  BOYS  OF  NEW  YORK  MINSTREL  GUIDE 
'AND  JOKE  BOOK.— Something  new  and  very  instructive.  Every 
Ijoy  should  obtain  this  book,  as  it  contains  full  instructions  for  or¬ 
ganizing  an  amateur  minstrel  troupe. 

*  No.  05.  MULDOON  S  JOKES.  Ibis  is  one  of  the  most  original 
joke  books  ever  published,  and  it  is  brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It 
contains  a  large  collection  of  songs,  jokes,  conundrums,  etc.,  of 
{Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  humorist,  and  practical  joker  of 
the  day.  Every  boy  who  can  enjoy  a  good  substantial  joke  should 
Bbtsin  a  copy  immediately. 

j  No.  79.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  ACTOR. — Containing  com¬ 
plete  instructions  how  to  make  up  for  various  characters  on  the 
i  Shift*  .  together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager,  Prompter, 
Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Mail.  By  a  prominent  Stage  Manager! 

No  SO.  GLS  WILLIAMS’  JOKE  BOOK. — Containing  the  lat¬ 
est  jokes,  anecdotes  and  funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  and 
ever  popular  German  comedian.  Sixty-four  pages ;  handsome 
.  colored  cover  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of  the  author. 

HOUSEKEEPING. 

No.  16.  HOW  TO  KEEP  A  WINDOW  GARDEN.— Containing 
(nil  instructions  for  constructing  a  window  garden  either  in  town 
or  country,  and  the  most  approved  methods  for  raising  beautiful 
flowers  at  home.  The  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever  pub¬ 
lished. 

No.  30.  HOW  TO  COOK. — One  of  the  most  instructive  books 
bn  cooking  ever  published.  It  contains  recipes  for  cooking  meats. 
fl»b.  game,  and  oysters:  also  pies,  puddings,  cakes  and  all  kinds  of 
pastry,  and  a  grand  collection  of  recipes  by  one  of  our  most  popular 

Cooks. 

No.  37.  HOW  TO  KEEP  HOUSE. — It  contains  information  for 
tTfrybody,  boys,  girls,  men  and  women ;  it  will  teach  you  how  to 
make  almost  anything  around  the  house,  such  as  parlor  ornaments, 
'  brackets,  cements,  Aeolian  harps,  and  bird  lime  for  catching  birds. 

ELECTRICAL. 

No.  46.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELECTRICITY.— A  de¬ 
scription  of  the  wonderfui  uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism  ; 
"  together  with  full  instructions  for  making  Electric  Toys,  Batteries, 
*te.  By  George  Trebel,  A.  M.,  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  il¬ 
lustrations. 

No.  64.  HOW  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL  MACHINES.— Con¬ 
taining  full  directions  for  making  electrical  machines,  induction 
coils,  dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked  by  electricity. 
By  R.  A.  R.  Bennett.  Fully  illustrated. 

.  No.  67.  HOW  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL  TRICKS.— Containing  a 
large  collection  of  instructive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks, 
together  with  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

ENTERTAINMENT. 

No.  9.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  VENTRILOQUIST.— By  Harry 

JBKeonedv.  The  secret  given  away.  Every  intelligent  boy  reading 
'  this  book  of  instructions,  by  a  practical  professor  (delighting  multi¬ 
tudes  every  night  with  his  wonderful  imitations),  can  master  the 
art,  and  create  any  amount  of  fun  for  himself  and  friends.  It  is  the 
greatest  book  ever  published,  and  there’s  millions  (of  fun  l  in  it. 

No.  20.  HOW  TO  ENTERTAIN  AN  EVENING  PARTY.— A 
»  *eiy  valuable  little  book  just  published.  A  complete  compendium 
of  games,  sports,  card  diversions,  comic  recitations,  etc.,  suitable 
for  parlor  or  drawing-room  entertainment.  It  contains  more  for  the 
money  than  any  book  published.  . 

No.  35.  HOW  TO  PLAY  GAMES.— A  complete  and  useful  little 
"Ook,  containing  the  rules  and  regulations  of  billiards,  bagatelle, 
JPjkgammon.  croquet,  dominoes,  etc. 

No.  36.  HOW  TO  SOLVE  CONUNDRUMS —Containing  all 
leading  conundrums  of  the  day,  amusing  riddles,  curious  catches 
*nd  witty  sayings. 

I  No.  52.'  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS.— A  complete  and  handy  little 
”°ok,  giving  the  rules  and  full  directions  forjlaying  Euchre,  Crib- 
®sge.  Gasino.  Forty-Five,  Rounce,  Pedro  Sancho,  Draw  Poker, 
Auction  Pitch,  AH  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of  cards. 

No.  66.  HOW  TO  DO  PUZZLES— Containing  over  three  huD- 
•  dred  interesting  puzzles  and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A 
complete  book.  Fully  illustrated.  By  A.  Anderson. 

.  ETIQUETTE. 

.  No.  13.  HOW  TO  DO  IT ;  OR,  BOOK  OF  ETIQUETTE.— It 
™ !.*  peat  life  secret,  and  one  that  every  young  man  desires  to  know 
.HJ-  There’s  happiness  in  it. 

No.  33.  HOW  TO  BEHAVE.— Containing  the  rules  and  etiquette 
J*  *?°a  society  and  the  easiest  and  most  approved  methods  of  ap¬ 
pearing  to  good  advantage  at  parties,  balls,  the  theatre,  church,  and 

*“  “»«  drawing-room. 


No.  27.  HOW  TO  RECT  nf ANT  7 BOO K  OF  RECITATIONS. 

*r^ontaining  the  most  popular  selections  in  us#*,  comprising  Dutch 
French  dialect,  Yankee  and  Irish  dialect  pieces,  together 
many  standard  readings.  __  _  nr 

PRICE  10  CENTS  EACH,  OR  3  FOR  25  CENTS. 

Address  FRANK  TOUSEY,  Publisher,  24  Union  Square,  New  York. 
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No.  31.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SPEAKER.— Containing 
teen  illustrations,  giving  the  different  positions  requisite  to 
a  good  speaker,  reader  and  elocutionist.  Also  containing  gems  * 
all  the  popular  authors  of  prose  and  poetry,  arranged  in  tne  mos 
simple  and  concise  manner  possible.  , 

No.  49.  HOW  TO  DEBATE— Giving  rules  for  conducting  de¬ 
bates,  outlines  for  debates,  questions  for  discussion,  and  the  bess 
sources  for  procuring  information  on  the  questions  given. 

SOCIETY. 

No.  3.  HOW  TO  FLIRT— The  arts  and  wiles  of  flirtation  ar* 
fully  explained  by  this  little  book.  Besides  the  various  methods  of 
handkerchief,  fan,  glove,  parasol,  window  and  hat  flirtation,  it  con¬ 
tains  a  full  list  of  the  language  and  sentiment  of  flowers,  which  la 
interesting  to  everybody,  both  old  and  young.  You  cannot  be  happy 
without  one. 

No.  4.  HOW  TO  DANCE  is  the  title  of  a  new  and  handsoms 
little  book  just  issued  by  Frank  Tousey.  It  contains  full  instruc¬ 
tions  in  the  art  of  dancing,  etiquette  in  the  ball-room  and  at  parties, 
how  to  dress,  and  full  directions  for  calling  off  in  all  popular  squara 
dances. 

No.  5.  HOW  TO  MAKE  LOVE.— A  complete  guide  to  lova, 
courtship  and  marriage,  giving  sensible  advice,  rules  and  etiquetta 
to  be  observed,  with  many  curious  and  interesting  things  not  gen¬ 
erally  known. 

No.  17.  HOW  TO  DRESS. — Containing  full  instruction  in  tha 
art  of  dressing  and  appearing  well  at  home  and  abroad,  giving  tha 
selections  of  colors,  material,  and  how  to  have  them  made  up. 

No.  18.  HOW  TO  BECOME  BEAUTIFUL.— One  of  tha 
brightest  and  most  valuable  little  books  ever  given  to  the  world. 
Everybody  wishes  to  know  how  to  become  beautiful,  both  male  and 
female.  The  secret  is  simple,  and  almost  costless.  Read  this  book 
and  be  convinced  how  to  become  beautiful. 

BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS. 

No.  7.  HOW  TO  KEEP  BIRDS.— Handsomely  illustrated  and 
containing  full  instructions  for  the  management  and  training  of  tha 
canary,  mockingbird,  bobolink,  blackbird,  paroquet,  parrot,  etc. 

No.  39.  HOW  TO  RAISE  DOGS.  POULTRY,  PIGEONS  AND 
RABBITS.- — A  useful  and  instructive  book.  Handsomely  illua- 
trated.  By  Ira  Drofraw. 

No.  40.  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  SET  TRAPS.— Including  hinta 
on  how  to  catch  moles,  weasels,  otter,  rats,  squirrels  and  birds. 
Also  how  to  cure  akins.  Copiously  illustrated.  By  J.  Harrington 

No.  ‘  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  ANIMALS.— A’ 
valuable  book,  giving  instructions  in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting 
and  preserving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE  PETS.— Giving  com¬ 
plete  information  as  to  the  manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping, 
taming,  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets;  also  giving  full 
instructions  for  making  cages,  etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight 
illustrations,  making  it  the  most  complete  book  of  the  kind  ever 
published. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 

No.  a  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  SCIENTIST.— A  useful  and  in¬ 
structive  book,  giving  a  complete  treatise  on  chemistry ;  also  ex¬ 
periments  in  acoustics,  mechanics,  mathematics,  chemistry,  and  di¬ 
rections  for  making  fireworks,  colored  fires,  and  gas  balloons.  Thi* 
book  cannot  be  equaled. 

No.  14.  HOW  TO  MAKE  CANDY. — A  complete  hand-book  for 
making  all  kinds  of  candy,  iee-cr«*m,  syrups,  essences,  -etc.,  etc. 

No.  19.— FRANK  TOUSEY’S  UNITED  STATES  DISTANCE 
TABLES,  POCKET  COMPANION  AND  GUIDE.— Giving  the 
official  distances  on  all  the  railroads  of  the  United  States  and 
Canada.  Also  table  of  distances  by  water  to  foreign  ports,  hack 
fares  in  the  principal  cities,  reports  of  the  census,  etc.,  etc.,  making 
it  one  of  the  most  complete  and  handy  books  published 

No.  38.  HOW  TO  BECOME  YOUR  OWN  DOCTOR.— A  won¬ 
derful  book,  containing  useful  and  practical  information  in  the 
treatment  of  ordinary  diseases  and  ailments  common  to  every 
family.  Abounding  in  useful  and  effective  recipes  for  general  com¬ 
plaints. 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS  AND  COINS.— Con¬ 
taining  valuable  information  regarding  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stamps  and  coins.  Handsomely  illustrated. 

No.  58.  HOW  TO  BE  A  DETECTIVE.— By  Old  King  Brady, 
the  world-known  detective.  In  which  he  lays  down  some  valuable 
and  sensible  rules  for  beginners,  and  also  relates  some  adventure* 
and  experiences  of  well-known  detectives. 

No.  60.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOGRAPHER.— Contain¬ 
ing  useful  information  regarding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it; 
also  how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern  Slides  and  other 
Transparencies.  Handsomely  illustrated.  By  Captain  W.  De  W. 
Abney. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST  POINT  MILITARY 
CADET. — Containing  full  explanations  how  to  gain  admittance, 
course  of  Study,  Examinations,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post 
Guard,  Police  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a  boy  should 
know  to  be  a  Cadet.  Compiled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens.  author 
of  “How  to  Become  a  Naval  Cadet.” 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL  CADET.— Complete  In¬ 
structions  of  how  to  gain  admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval 
Academy.  Also  containing  the  course  of  (instruction,  description 
of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical  sketch,  and  everything  a  boy 
should  know  to  become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy  Com¬ 
piled  and  written  by  Lu  Senarens,  author  of  ’’How  to  Become  m 
West  Point  Military  Cadet.”  °  DeCome  • 
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Containing  Stories  of  Adventures  on  Land,  Sea,  and  in  the  Air. 

BY  “IVTOIVAMK.” 

EACH  NUMBER  IN  A  HANDSOMELY  ILLUMINATED  COVER. 

A  32-PAGE  BOOK  FOR  FIVE  CENTS. 

All  our  readers  know  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  the  greatest  inventor  of  the  age,  and  his  two  fun-loving  chums,  Barney 
and  Pomp.  The  stories  published  in  this  magazine  contain  a  true  account  of  the  wonderful  and  exciting 
adventures  of  the  famous  inventor,  with  his  marvellous  flying  machines,  electrical  overland  engines,  and  his  extra¬ 
ordinary  submarine  boats.  Each  number  is  a  rare  treat.  Tell  your  newsdealer  to  get  you  a  copy. 
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The  Rlack  Range:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  Among  the  Cowboys  with 
His  Electric  Caravan. 

Over  the  Andes  with  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  His  New  Air-Ship;  or, 
Wil4  Adventures  in  Peru. 

Frank  Reade.  Jr..  Exploring  a  Submarine  Mountain;  or,  Lost  at  the 
Bottom  of  the  Sea. 

Adrift  in  Africa;  or,  Frauk  Reade,  Jr.,  Among  the  Ivory  Hunters 
with  His  New  Electric  Wagon. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  a  Lost  Man  in  His  Latest  Air 
Wonder. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Sea  Serpent:  or.  Six  Thousand 
Miles  Under  the  Sea. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Prairie  Whirlwind ;  or.  The  Mystery  of  the 
Hidden  Canyon. 

Around  the  Horizon  for  Ten  Thousand  Miles;  or,  Frauk  Reade, 
Jr. ’8  Most  Wonderful  Trip. 

Lost  in  the  Atlantic  Valley  ;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  and  his  Won¬ 
der,  the  “Dart.” 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Desert  Explorer;  or,  The  Underground  City 
of  the  Sahara. 

Lost  in  the  Mountains  of  the  Moon;  or,  Frauk  Reade,  Jr.s  Great 
Trip  with  the  “Scud.” 

Under  the  Amazon  for  a  Thousand  Miles. 

Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Clipper  of  the  Prairie;  or,  Fighting  the  Apaches 
in  the  Southwest. 

The  Chase  of  a  Comet;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Aerial  Trip  with 
the  “Flash.” 

Across  the  Frozen  Sea;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Electric  Snow  Cut¬ 
ter. 

Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Electric  Buckboard  ;  or.  Thrilling  Adventures  in 
North  Australia. 

Around  the  Arctic  Circle;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Famous  Flight 
With  His  Air  Ship. 

Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Silver  Whale;  or,  Under  the 
Ocean  in  the  Electric  “Dolphin.” 

Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  and  His  Electric  Car;  or.  Outwitting  a  Desperate 

Gang. 

To  the  End  of  the  Earth  ;  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Great  Mid-Air 
Flight. 

The  Missing  Island  :  or,  Frank  Reade  Jr.’s  Voyage  Under  the  Sea. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.,  in  Central  India;  or,  the  Search  for  the  Lost 
Savants. 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.  Fighting  the  Terror  of  the  Coast. 

100  Miles  Below  the  Surface  of  the  Sea:  or,  The  Marvelous  Trip 
of  Frank  Reade,  Jr. 

Abandoned  in  Alaska:  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Thrilling  Search  for 
a  Lost  Gold  Claim. 


Frank  Reade,  Jr . 

Under  the  Yellow  Sea; 

of  Pearls. 

From  the  Nile  to  the  Niger;  or 
Soudan. 


Twenty-Five  Thousand  Mile  Trip  in  the  All 
or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Cav 

Frank  Reade,  Jr.  Lost  in  th 


55  The  Electric  Island  :  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Search  for  the  Greatest 

Wonder  on  Earth. 

56  The  Underground  Sea:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Subterranean  Cruise. 

57  From  Tropic  to  Tropic;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Tour  With  Ills 

Bicycle  Car. 

58  Lost  in  a  Comet’s  Tail  :  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Strange  Adven¬ 

ture  With  His  Air-ship. 

59  Under  Four  Oceans;  or,  Frauk  Reade.  Jr.’s  Submarine  Chase  of 

a  “Sea  Devil." 

69  The  Mysterious  Mirage;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Desert  Search  for 
a  Secret  City. 

61  Latitude  90  Degrees;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Most  Wonderful  Mid- 

Air  Flight. 

62  Lost  in  the  Great  Undertow :  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Submarine 

Cruise  in  the  Gulf  Stream. 

63  Across  Australia  with  Frank  Reade,  Jr.  ;  or,  in  His  New  Electric 

Car. 

64  Over  Two  Continents;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Long  Distance 

Flight. 

65  Under  the  Equator:  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Greatest  Submarine 

Voyage. 

66  Astray  in  the  Selvas  :  or.  The  Wild  Experiences  of  Frank  Reade, 

Jr.,  in  South  America. 

67  In  the  Wild  Man’s  Land:  or.  With  Frauk  Reade,  Jr.,  in  the  Heart 

of  Australia. 

68  From  Coast  to  Coast  :  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Trip  Across  Africa. 

69  Beyond  the  Gold  Coast :  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Overland  Trip. 

70  Across  the  Earth  ;  or,  Frauk  Reade.  Jr.’s  Latest  Trip  with  His  New 

Air  Ship. 

71  Six  Weeks  Buried  in  a  Deep  Sea  Cave;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Great 

Submarine  Search. 

72  Across  the  Desert  of  Fire;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Marvelous  Trip 

in  a  Strange  Country. 

73  The  Transient  Lake ;  or,  Frauk  Reade,  Jr.’s  Adventures  in  a  Mys¬ 

terious  Country. 

74  The  Galleon’s  Gold  :  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Deep  Sea  Search. 

75  The  Lost  Caravan  :  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  on  the  Staked  Plains. 

76  Adrift  in  Asia  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr. 

77  Under  the  Indian  Ocean  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr. 

78  Along  the  Orinoco:  or.  With  Frank  Reade.  Jr.,  in  Venezuela. 

79  The  Lost  Navigators:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Mid-Air  Search. 

80  Six  Sunken  Pirates:  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Marvelous  Adventures 

in  the  Deep  Sea. 

8  1  The  Island  in  The  Air;  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Trip  to  the  Tropics. 

.82  In  White  Latitudes:  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Ten  Thousand  Mile  Flight. 
■S3  Afloat  in  a  Sunken  Forest*  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Submarine  Cruise. 

8  4  The  Abandoned  Country;  or,  Frank  Reade,  Jr..  Exploring  a  New  Conti¬ 
nent. 

85  Over  the  Orient;  or.  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Travels  in  Turkey. 

8  6  'Flic  Corral  Labyrinth;  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr..  Lost  in  a  Deep  Sea  Cave. 

87  Through  t ho  Tropics;  or,  Frank  Reade.  Jr.’s  Adventures  in  the  Gran 

Chaco. 

88  The  White  Desert;  or.  Frank  Reade,  Jr.’s  Trip  to  the  Lind  of  Tombs. 
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